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PLAIN LIVING AND HIGH THINKING 

No bird of charming note 

E'er feasted on its kind. 
There's something in the throat 

That Nature keeps in mind. 

A grain or two to eat, 
A drop of dew to drink — 

And everything is sweet, 
The way birds have to think. 
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PLAIN LIVING AND HIGH THINKING 

The goldfinch is at best 
When on its yellow wing, 

A thistle-down is dressed 
For softer note to sing. 

The living of the birds, 

How plain! No sumptuous fare, 
Made up of foreign words 

And costly tableware! 

The swallow in the eaves, 

Upon a summer day 
Takes what the insect leaves 

And lightly darts away. 

Fed in such humble way, 
Upon the wing they rise. 

And at the break of day 

Fling notes thro' all the skies! 

High in the trees they sing — 
It is the way they think ; 

They give to thought a wing 
And call it Bob-o-link I 

'Tis so in larger sphere — 
If we are more than they ; 

To bird note high and clear 
Plain living is the way! 
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WHO OWNS MOST 

By birthright due to all my powers, 

The things I love are mine. The showers 

That prattle in their heavenly mirth ; 

The lakes that give the rivers birth — 

'Tis thus, by love of things divine, 

The universe is truly mine ! 

He owns the most, who loves the best. 

An empty crib — a feathered nest — 

Love gives me all, that I can hold. 

Would give me more, a hundredfold. 

The truth in love, I thus command. 

Dominion gives o'er sea and land. 

Who owns the song, that wings my prayer? 

I own the robin everywhere! 

I love the cloud my spirit weds ; 

The valleys, hills, the woods and meads, 

The laughing streams and grazing flocks, 

The sunsets, stars and moss-grown rocks — 

To me they more of joy afford. 

Than to their lazy, pampered lord. 

He pays the tax and has the care, 

I feast my mind — the larger share. 

And thus, who loves fond nature most, 

All where, will find a gracious host ; 
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WHO OWNS MOST 

So full is she of sunny ways, 
Of things that larger profit pays. 
Who fares in the most sumptuous way? 
My palace is a great June day ! 

Who owns the books, all men have sought, 
That for great wealth can not be bought — 
The priceless masterpiece of art, 
That speaks the language of the heart ? 
Tis he who feels the thought they hold. 
That with the frame can not be sold. 
Nor copyright nor gold can give, 
Things 'tis worth while for us to live. 
'Tis what we love, that we possess, 
We only love the one we bless. 
By love alone, that in us bums. 
Can we receive such great returns. 
Who owns the greatest book on sale ? 
I own love's last, unwritten tale ! 

Who, then, are the unprivileged poor ? 
Not those who poverty endure. 
For one, who knows the want of wood — 
For one, whose flesh is starved for food, 
What thousands starve in heart and mind. 
In mansions, as in huts confined ! 
Ah me ! and which is here the worse — 
To own a shriveled soul — or purse ? 
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WHO OWNS MOST 

The want from which one suffers most, 
That haunts his nights, like troubled ghost 1 
And \-et, methinks, where one man strives 
To sweeten, better other cheerless lives — 
A thousand fail to look alxive. 
For rich dominion had by love. 
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THE ROCK-BREAKER 

Year in, year out, from youth to age, 
Near by where passed the noisy stage, 
A gray Rock-Breaker daily sat, 
The rim worn from his seedy hat. 
With sinews tough as withes of trees, 
His hammer rang upon the breeze ; 
The while he hummed a simple tune, 
That told his life was still a boon. 

So have I seen a mountain gray. 
That sat beside life's dusty way — 
Some Thor, whose head was in the sky, 
But heart was near the passerby — 
Great boulders crush upon his knees, 
And smite the ledge like Hercules ! 
The true Rock-Breaker, thus I sing, 
A mountain old, with heart of spring! 

So from of old the mountains toil, 

And far beneath the surface soil 

Pry up the rocks. With little cost 

They split them wide with wedge of frost. 

Their hammers ring on every side 

Till timid echoes run and hide. 

Thus day and night their laugh, their dream, 

Makes music with the mountain stream. 
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THE ROCK-BREAKER 

The mountains thus, from ancient day, 
Have broken rocks along the way. 
Where'er the thick-strewn boulders lie 
Great Thor has been at work hard by. 
In cheerful, brave and sunny mood 
No one of them has stopped to brood. 
Long years exposed to every -sky, 
Yet these Rock-Breakers never die ! 

The mighty boulders know their hour, 
And turn to dust to feed the flower. 
Each day they rise frpm out the seas. 
And so fulfil great destinies! 
In blooming rose and falling shower 
There are no signs of failing power. 
Thus as Rock-Breakers work and wait. 
Their secret is a mountain's fate ! 

That mountain thoughts are not like ours, 
Who knows? E'en children think in flowers. 
Such songs of spring as brooks rehearse 
Must reckon in the universe! 
'Tis thus they greet us with such words. 
As are at home among the birds ; 
Cheer up, be brave, fresh courage take, 
New light upon old ways will break ! 
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BATTLE OF THE CLOUDS 

Upon the field of mortal strife 

Once two defiant armies met — 
The North against the South — such life, 

Till death, we never can forget. 

And to and fro the battle raged ; 

It surged across the river bridge — 
A lion tasting blood, uncaged, 

It shook the shaggy mountain ridge ! 

In regions where the eagles nest. 

And storms companion with their young; 
These men of proud, heroic breast 

To frightful rocks like cedars clung. 

Great battle flags were there unfurled, 
And floated ghost-like thro' the clouds, 

The smoke along the mountains curled, 
And wrapped the valleys in their shrouds ! 

So have I seen the seasons come 
And go. Far in the Northern sky. 

The sun led on with fife and drum. 
Till every mounted cloud rode by. 
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BATTLE OF THE CLOUDS 

And then, from out the South, for days 
And nights, the winds all madly strove 

To take the old familiar ways — 
Their forces camped in every grove. 

This done, and gladsome Spring peered out 
To see the grass upon the fields — 

To hear Earth's little people shout, 
The floral joy Spring's coming yields ! 

But hold, the North is up in arms ! 

The April showers confess defeat. 
And spread their blankets o'er the farms 

In vain. The rout is all complete. 

The little streams their fingers blow. 
To warm them from the chilling frost, 

And closer draw their cloaks of snow, 
And chatter of each jewel's cost. 

And so for days, high in the air. 
The battle rages. Now the North 

Seems to have triumphed everywhere, 
And winter sallies boldly forth. 

But see ! We know not anything. 

The South again is all a-horse 
And every sunbeam is a-wing 

With something more than mortal force ! 
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BATTLE OF THE CLOUDS 

So goes the Battle of the. Clouds ! 

And spirits still are seen in air 
Above, where heroes fell in crowds — 

Each cloud a homeward floating prayer ! 
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THE STREAM OF TIME 

Thro' immemorial stream, thro' rocks sublime, 

And everything or dense or rare, 
There flows another stream — ^the stream of time, 

Uninterrupted everywhere. 

So very clear, by mortal eye unseen, 
The smooth transparent waters flow ! 

That oft, as dreaming o'er its banks I lean, 
I start at sight of worlds below. 

Its power appears, and awful speed alone. 

As on the mighty rushing tide, 
The ages vast, into what realms unknown. 

Sweep by upon its bosom wide. 

Thus on and on, it swiftly fleets and pours 

Adown a precipice profound: 
So high, so loud, its ceaseless thunder roars, 

No human ear can hear the sound ! 

The things that all so great and fair appear, 
The peopled worlds and names that stud 

Their skies like stars, are swallowed here, 
As commerce by a mighty flood ! 

The spell is on, O silent, viewless stream! 

That doth my spirit flood above, beneath. 
Until thine own unworldliness doth seem. 

The native atmosphere I breathe! 
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THE ORIGIN OF SONG 

The ache and the pain of our life, 
Is God loving us into Song. 

The once noteless bird wooed its wife 
In silence — it tripped on a thorn 

And bled, like the cut of a knife. 

In pain, then it ventured a cry, 
That oft it was wont to repeat ; 

And when a great hawk sailing by. 
Had left the fond mother at peace, 

A joy note was joined to the sigh ! 

So, all of God's birds learn to sing, 
By pressing their hearts on a thorn ; 

And man not alone, learns to wing 
His powers, when the smart is so keen 

He must, and by pain is a king ! 

Oh, thus ! was begotten sweet song, 
That ravishes now every ear. 

As crashed thro' the soul a great wrong, 
And new, wonder words of desire 

Were born, some bird-note to prolong. 
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THE ALL-FATHER 

In every age and clime, 
Gofl's care extends sublime 

To all His brood of little ones; 
And every morn He goes 
To wake the sleeping rose, 

By fleeting course of flaming suns ! 

He whispers to each flower : 

Wake, 'tis the morning hour. 
And every leaflet is a psalm. 

None of His little pets, 

He ever once forgets. 
Who writes their names upon His palm. 
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THE ALL- FATHER 

Not by its care alone 

The lily here is grown. 
Behind the lily is the dew, 

Behind the dew the soil, 

Behind the soil the toil, 
That God appoints to me and you. 

« 

The flower is wonder born ! 

Each drinks the cup of morn. 
As Nature every child equips. 

Who hath the grasses wrought. 

And lent the birds His thought. 
Gives to the lily honeyed Hps. 

And so the maple grows : 
Each morn to duty goes, 

And pumps for Him the early sap. 
At noon it brings a list 
Of sunbeams to untwist. 

And spreads them out upon His lap ! 

And when still night is come, 
Wheels of refinement hum 

In laboratory of the sun. 

Then, all the sweet perfume 
The Father doth consume 

In making violets, is done. 
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THE ALL-FATHER 

'Tis thus, we come to sing 

As birds on yellow wing; 
And such sweet psalmodies exhale, 

As doth the Bride of Earth, 

Of highest floral birth — 
The Petalated Nightingale! 

And so we taste the fruit. 
Before its blossoms shoot ; 

We hear in lifeless egg, the song 
And prattle of a child — 
Foregleams of warbles wild, 

That to the bird notes all belong. 

'Twas such a lover's thought, 

The spotless sunbeam taught 
The lily. Some one told a bird 

The reapers were afield ; 

This made it first, to yield 
A note the woodbine overheard ! 

E'en thus, with loving care, 
God hears the violet's prayer ; 

And thro' the boundless universe, 
On every eve He goes. 
To soothe the wakeful rose, 

And bid earth's noisy thoughts disperse. 
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THE ALL-FATHER 

He whispers: "Little one, 
Sleep, 'tis the evening gun" ; 

And every child begins to nod 
Its head against His breast. 
Where everything doth rest 

On the All-Fatherhood of God ! 
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COUNTER CURRENTS 

For every good that visits us below 

Some evil lurks near by ; 
To light their birth the darkling shadows owe, 

As soon as gone they die. 

Thus come best revolution and reform 

In tears and waste and doubt. 
The summer showers, with dreadful feet of storm. 

Tramp growing harvests out. 

And yet, behind what thus we evil call, 
And waste, stands beauteous change. 

No good doth ever here a moment fall, 
But mounts to higher range. 

The sun himself, that rises with the morn, 

Blots starlight from the sky. 
But only so, we see the stars new born 

In every flowret's eye ! 

And thus behind the good that evil seems — 

Behind the chastening rod, 
We may be sure, 'mid all alarming dreams, 

There stands the mighty God! 
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THE COCOON 

The tent upon the beach 

I sing, that poets feign 

Overlooks life's troubled main — 
Whose silken canvas throbs, 

To every touch of winds 
That mortals know, and robs 

The death cloud's gathering gloom 
Of thunder-pealing sobs — 

The hidden grave lays bare, 
Where angels come and go 

Upon a golden stair. 

Day after day, beheld 

The hermit, toil-bespent. 

Who wove the mystic tent ; 
Still, as the shuttle flew, 

The old-time pattern, left 
He for the growing new ; 

Stole with ascending steps 
The self-same doorway thro'. 

Then closed his drowsy eye; 
And went to sleep a worm, 

To wake a butterfly ! 

Z7 



THE COCOON 

Such blest futurity 

Insure thee, O my soul! 

As life's fleet seasons roll 
Forsake thy groveling past, 

So shall each new resolve 
Raise thee above the last. 

Mount thus, from shell to wing, 
And bask in heavens more vast 

Than thought can crowd in speech ; 
Leaving thine outgrown tent 
On Time's great drift- strewn beach. 



PRETTY IS THAT PRETTY DOES 

The fair complexion beauties boast 

Is but skin deep; 
And forms divine the world charm most 

In dust soon sleep. 

For beauty robed in rich attire 

Is not all life : 
More things in heaven and earth conspire 

To make a wife. 

The plainest clothes the sparrow suits — 

An ashen vest; 
Of tan is made its yellow boots, 

For Sunday best. 

Its workday coat is trimmed with gray, 

Plain Quaker stuff ; 
And breeches are the same alway, 

Dull shade of buff ! 

And yet it has such charming ways — 

Does such sweet things, 
As wake the morn with thoughtful lays, 

For food and wings. 
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PRETTY IS THAT PRETTY DOES 

The fences by the country road 

It flits along, 
And from the farmer's homing load 

Picks seeds of song. 

Plain bird, fledged for no lofty flight; 

Of simple art — 
Two little words are thy delight, 

Sweet — sweet ; sweet heart ! 

And so it is and always was, 

Ageless as Pan; 
That pretty is that pretty does. 

In God or man! 

Who molds the water lily, fair 

As twinkling star, 
But touches childhood's golden hair. 

And ripples are ! 

Who tints the lips of babes unborn 

One with the rose. 
E'en pencils the eyelids of morn, 

While they repose. 

Sure, he must be exceeding fair, 

Whose deeds are fine. 
Like duty woven of pure air 

In loom divine. 
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PRETTY IS THAT PRETTY DOES 

And SO it is and always was, 

Ageless as Pan : 
That pretty is that pretty does, 

In God or man. 
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THE LAUGH OF A CHILD 

Oh ! happy the song of the wayside stream, 
That laughs to itself o*er its mid-day dream. 
Ha ! Ha ! how it chats with the glad green earth, 
And bubbles all over with joy and mirth; 
But nothing to me has such charm undefiled 
And sweet, ha, ha, ha ! as the laugh of a child ! 

How gentle the breeze summer evening blows. 
As it sings to sleep on its bosom the rose ! 
The dew-drops are beads of a sister at prayer, 
Before the world wakes to its burden of care ; 
But sweeter by far, ha, ha, ha ! and mild. 
The cooing refrain in the laugh of a child ! 

How bright the joy-notes the lark flings from the sky, 

Its breast all adrip from the dew on the rye ; 

How soft the thrush song, when the evening is gray, 

And something in us, that is singing alway ! 

Still from the bird-notes by tree tops beguiled, 

I'm haunted, ha, ha! by the laugh of a child. 

How fair the arch curl on the lips of morn, 
That hints of a life, that elsewhere was born. 
How sweet the deep calm of a baby's eye — 
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THE LAUGH OF A CHILD 

Akin to the blue of a great June sky ; 

But from the glad world's fair illusions styled 

Bliss, I turn with delight to the laugh of a child ! 

O, wonderful fount of laughter and joy! 
That wells from the throat of a frolicsome boy. 
Ha, ha ! how it dances and prances away, 
As full of new songs as the heart of May ! 
And so, let the world o'er its music go wild, 
But give, O give me ! the laugh of a child. 

The waves of the ocean are flashing with gems. 
And sea monsters sport in kings' diadems. 
The mountains are bursting their veins of gold. 
And fields are all groaning with harvests untold ; 
But were they all mine — all their treasures star piled, 
I would barter them all for the laugh of a child. 
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THE RAIN 

Bird, brook and leafy tree, 

Their life renew; 
And summer smiles with me 

'Neath skies of blue, 
As falls the gladsome shower 
Upon the happy flower. 

Thus, when consumed by pain 

And scorching fear, 
O'er fields that sigh for rain. 

Dark clouds appear 
To cool our sensuous blood — 
A rainbow spans the flood. 

So God comes down, like rain 

On new-mown grass. 
On arid, sterile plain. 

Where He doth pass, 
Fresh verdure clothes the ground 

And leafy winds abound. 

And thus we live in Him. 

The fragrant flower. 
The flaming Seraphim 

And falling shower — 
And all our life and love 
Descend from One above! 
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IMMORTALITY 

All Nature speaks in man. Whatever the mood, 
Her silences, no less than songs bepraised, 

Tongue patient answers to the ignorant brood 
Of questionings, by prying mortals raised. 

In him is voiced the meaning of the earth — 
The childhood of the hills, that dotage mocks ; 

The youth of seas, yet giving rivers birth, 

On whose smooth brow time hangs no hoary locks. 

'Twas his light touch first scraped the plaintive sound 

From autumn violin of katydid. 
And woke responses from the pulseless ground, 

That fell in showers on the coffin lid. 

Not sense, but soul calls forth the buds of May, 
And gives to birds and brooks the varied tune, 

That every poet hears in his own way. 

Of martial air, bird-note or wildwood rune. 

Such is the wonder world within, that yields 
The anxious, all consuming, quenchless light — 

The light that tells me somewhere there are fields 
Of air, for wings here fledged for endless flight. 
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IMMORTALITY 

By this, I know myself a deathless soul ; 

And sure as I am now, will always be. 
For lo ! apace with man from pole to pole, 

This light has ever shone on land and sea. 

The steed, by long companionship with man. 
Still has not learned of him to search the sky 

For his dead mate, or tried the grave to span 
With far-off look, that marks the human eye. 

Not so, the lowest creature of the race ! 

To-day a child of ignorance and lust — 
To-morrow grown, he upward turns his face 

And claims the deathless life, because he must ! 

This something wide, from something is, more wide 
Than seas, and many voiced as all the earth, 

In song and sermon heard, and at high tide 
In art, of foremost as of latest birth. 

The power, to think the words of ageless right, 

Is faculty for the immortal state ; 
And as the eye here correlates the light, 

The everlasting life is Truth innate! 

That I, who walk the azure fields, and range 

In thought from peak to peak thro' space, should 
leap 
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IMMORTALITY 



The graves abysmal chasm, were nothing strange; 
Or, being man, should gates celestial sweep! 

I think, and know my thought, self-conscious spin 
My mind cocoons to sunny, silken wing. 

Not so the ox, that knows his master's bin. 
But knows not that he knows not anything! 



I think and know myself to be, where rolls 

The Thames, the Nile, the World ! and thus defy 

The watery universe to quench my soul's 
Eternal fire, as one not born to die ! 

Whatever else man questions here below, 

Eternity is set in every heart — 
In every heart immortal lilies grow, 

'And of all things we are the ageless part. 

The form of mortal clay springs from the dust ! 

Its youthful tenant comes the other way! 
And when the soul shall change, as change it must, 

Both from above shall form a single ray ! 

And then I'll soar like swallows on the wing, 
Myself no longer pent in narrow cage — 

To think will be to fly ; to wish, to sing ; 
And every power will instant cease to age ! 
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INCARNATION 

We may not hear the angel bands. 

Singing again that sweetest lay. 
Thro' softest night of Syrian lands, 

"The Christ is born to you this day," 

Still we may feel his touch who saith: 
"Lo ! I am in the midst of them," 

For truth has still its Nazareth, 
And charity its Bethlehem, 
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INCARNATION 

In efforts that the race doth span, 
And drops on all like summer rain ; 

In every good twixt man and man ; 
Our Lord to earth doth come again. 

The word divine, the heavenly deed, 
That clothes itself in human flesh, 

In answer to a world-felt need, 

From glory comes in garments fresh. 

This is the Christ, whatever the name 
It wears ; to take earth's woe to heart, 

And to its crying hurt and shame, 
Apply the sympathetic art. 

Thus all our skies with anthems ring, 
On earth be peace, good will to men. 

And guardian angels daily sing: 
Our Lord to earth has come again. 

And O ! when thus our days are fled 
In helpfulness — 'tis all man craves — 

Our song-filled skies will endless shed 
Soft benediction on our graves. 

'Tis thus choice souls high Heaven still calls 

To be the Christ to needy men : 
And thus, till time's last curtain falls, 

Our Lord to earth will come again. 
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EARTH'S LABOR SONG 

The world has waited long 

The gladsome thrill, 
Of coming labor's song — 

The song that will 
Adjust all labor's wrong 

With Music's skill. 

'Tis Nature doth ordain, 

From pole to pole. 
That each for all shall gain 

New birth of soul. 
And all for each attain 

The dream — the goal! 

Thus e'en the plant that blooms 

By vine-clad wall. 
And star, whose raven plumes 

On midnight fall. 
Each one its gift consumes 

For good of all. 

By this great law of touch 

The world survives. 
Thro' profit-sharing such — 

No one here thrives. 
But as He gives as much 

For other lives. 
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EARTH S LABOR SONG 

The same sweet thought is true 

In church and state : 
From man a]l things are due 

To man. How great 
The light that brings to view — 

All things innate ! 

O day of sunny clime 

By poets sung. 
No proHt -hoarding time 

Their song shall tongue ; 
Two livings are a crime — 

From two votes sprung ! 



FIRST LOVE 

In schooling sadly stinted, 

When a child ; 

And books that if but hinted, 

Drove me wild ; 

As one by higher powers fated, 

A boon companion then I mated, 

That all my losses compensated. 

With naught that us could sever, 

As I found. 
In wisdom wondrous clever, 
To propound 
The learning taught by ancient sages, 
And meaning of all modern pages, 
I grew the child of all the ages. 

Tho' old in every feature 

Of the face. 
She looked the youngest creature 
Of a race. 
To her I owe the art of seeing, 
That, thro' each word and work agreeing, 
Has lent exhaustless charm to being. 
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FIRST LOVE 

Thus, all the northern winters 

I defy, 
When diamonds fly in splinters 
Thro' the sky ! 
Her baby brooklets tucked, concealing — 
She thinks her thoughts in snow, revealing 
To me her purity of feeling ! 

And when I hear a-coming 

Thro' the trees 
Of summer, in the humming 
Of the bees ; 
Her laugh I share with April showers, 
We dream together in the bowers. 
And think in colors of the flowers. 

Thoughts picked, in furrows racy 

Of the soil. 
That longest intimacy 
Can not spoil. 
Come, while we watch the sparrows nesting. 
The squirrels in their haunts molesting. 
When in ripe grains and nuts investing. 

Thus, long ago, while roaming 

In the mood. 
Deep in the mellow gloaming 

Of the wood. 
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FIRST LOVE 

I overheard the zephyrs crooning, 

And caught, by thoughts and things attuning. 

The happy secret of communing. 

Beside the lonely ocean 

I have heard — 
The whitecaps in commotion — 
Just a word 
That oft has wrought in me a burning — 
That something more than mortal yearning. 
Transcending far all human learning. 

The fastness of a mountain 

With a grot, 
Beside a trickling fountain — 
Favorite spot ! - 
Befits the sweet, divine relation. 
Affording a communication 
As many voiced as all creation ! 

O well I am persuaded 

In my heart ! 
My wings are honey-laded 
By her art. 
And sure am I that all my knowing 
By other knowing still kept growing 
Is to my boon companion owing. 
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THE EAGLE'S NEST 

Far out upon a towering crag, 

Like head of some proud, antlered stag. 

An eagle built her sheltered nest, 

In search of realms well named the blest— 

E'en motherhood's most perfect bliss — 

Suspended o'er a fathomless abyss I 

In vain the holy care 
That wrought the mother prayer, 
The fowler's eye discerned a way. 
And all the eggs upon a day — 
His hard-fought battle done — 
He bore with him — save one. 



THE EAGLETS NEST 



Men, famed in learning of the schools, 
Six eggs examined with their tools. 
Such things as genius can invent — 
Time, patience, money, all were spent 
To prove an eagle can be found 
Inside a shell entirely sound. 
In vain the task — not e'en a cell 
The story of their search to tell! 
No trace of bird life could they find — 
The wonder grows with growing mind. 

How was it birds began to be? 
'Tis all involved in mystery! 
If first the egg, whence came the bird? 
But no! what then the nest had stirred? 
Quoth you, the plan must be reversed — 
Which means, a bird unhatched was first ! 
And thus, 'tis clear, a pair was brought 
At once from heaven on wings of thought. 
So sure a bird is all a dream. 
Whatever else doth partly seem ! 

Meantime the mother bird, 
Instructed by the word 
Implanted in her breast. 
Of one egg makes the best. 
She hides it from the storm 
And broods and keeps it warm. 
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THE eagle's nest 



At last a sound is heard inside the shell! 
What is that rapping, tapping, who can tell? 
Some living thing ? It can not be, for lo ! 
Six eggs from out the nest all failed to show 
That any life or bird-like thing was there — 
Naught but a vacant chair — a voiceless prayer! 
Of window or of door the shell had none ; 
Nor secret trap, unknown but to the sun, 
Whereat some one by stealth might enter in 
And find how such housekeeping must begin. 

Meantime the rapping still goes on. 

As clear at midnight as at dawn. 

At last the workman's blows begin to tell ; 

He has not wrought at random in the shell. 

His mallet next he slightly shifts in space, 

And starts intent to. work another place. 

A semicircle follows on the sound — 

The shell is chipped and broken half way round. 

'Twould seem the workman has impatient grown, 

And instant elbow room he claims his own — 

The shell, not one but two, is empty now, 

And in the nest an eaglet — tell me how ? 

Such soft and silken dress 
Was made in heaven, I guess ! 
Tints native to the sun, 
By what blind weaver spun ? 
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THE eagle's nest 



What blind optician wrought 
His soul in every thought — 
The many-colored eye 
That answers to the sky? 
Who tipped the curious beak 
Ere ever it could speak, 
And carved it like a spell 
So as to break the shell; 
Whence did such being hail? 
From shores that fly no sail ! 
The mother's work, how strange 1 
She knows just when to change. 

On distant journeys now she goes ; 

Or when or where she only knows! 

O'er mountains high, down deep abyss, 

And feels a mother's perfect bliss. 

Where fruitful fields in summer sunshine smile, 

Down gorgeous gulfs, where flowery valleys while 

The fragrant hours away. 

She searches day by day 

Some food for baby bird. 

And no complaint is heard! 

At last there comes a bright and balmy day. 
Its glory trailing softly here and there and far away 
In fleecy mists, like angels hovering over earth, 
That give to thought and being here new birth ; 
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THE EAGLETS NEST 



Then speed away in starry depths of space, 

To teach the awkward winds and torrents grace ! 

The mother bird is tired and worn ; 
She wrought her best from early morn. 
Her child is somehow restless still — 
Just spoiled from resting at his will. 
The sun sets ; twilight's sacred hour comes. 
The chariot of the darkness hums 
Its nearing. Thro' night's mantle rent, 
A star smiles on the nest forspent ; 
Another and another, then, 
Until the sky becomes as when 

The soul of beauty bars 

An ocean all of stars ! 

The mother now sits near her nest ; 
To-morrow she must do her best. 
But still the baby bird is ill at ease, 
A dream of unknown mountains, seas, 

Where waters weep. 

Disturbs his sleep! 

The fateful night at length creeps by. 

And dawn wide flings the shutters of the sky. 

Again the young bird looks away 

Toward the glittering gates of day. 
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THE EAGLETS NEST 



He sees the towering mountain peaks 

Lit up with gleaming, glorious streaks 1 

A feeling kin to the sublime 

Assures him this is not his clime! 

That crisis moment, fluttering nigh, 

She utters an inspiring cry ; 

When rising proudly in his nest, 

He tries the sinews of his breast. 

And from his pinions shaking off the dew, 

He plunges like a thunderbolt from view — 

Down, down, into the darkness far below, 

Where saintly water lilies grow — 

Down, down, he darts with piercing shriek, 

Until his broad wings brush a lakelet's cheek 

That in the valley's arms lies fast asleep; 

Then all at once she makes a mighty sweep — 

The mother bird beneath him darts. 

And instant beat as one two hearts. 

Then up he mounts, like trusting soul 

On wings of prayer, 

Till earth beneath seems smooth. 

As forehead free from care! 

And there he rests on outspread wings 

And down to us this thought he flings : 

A thing of beauty born to fame, 
From the six times rejected egg I came. 
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THE EAGLE S NEST 

All nature thus resents the claim 

There is no soul, because one can not name. 

The sense, that like another eye, 

Resolves the process of a creature, that outlords the 

sky! 
As at the first God brooded on the deep, 
And soon his little chicks began to peep ; 
So now, and this is all we need to know. 
His care is seminal, and thus we ^ow! 



THE POET'S LIFE 

O, let me live a poet true, 
As sensitive as globing dew ; 

So 'live to everything, 

I stop to hear it sing ! 

The rustle of the deep-veined corn. 
Whose satin leaves rich silks adorn, 

I hear distinctly grow, 

To music soft and low. 

The chatter of the hillside stream, 
And far off forest's noonday dream, 
Or cattle on the farm. 
Have all an endless charm. 

The prattle of the summer rain — 
The gilding of the ifields of grain. 
Impart to me the joy, 
Felt when a growing boy. 

To me the evening's mellow glow, 
And gentle zephyrs, as they blow 

Across the bowing grass. 

Are nuns at holy mass. 
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THE poet's life 



The snow-piled lanes and hooded stacks, 
The sounding of the woodman's ax, 

Like crystals singing" there. 

Float on the frosty air. 

The toils and triumphs of the race, 
The child with sunny, dimpled face 

And roguish, laughing eyes — 

What gates of paradise! 

Thus, every little, passing thing, 
More fertile than the woods of spring. 

Shoots up within my heart 

Its thousand measured art. 

By simple Nature kept alive. 
As honey-ladened autumn hive; 

I sweet enjoyment find 

In pleasures of the mind. 

'Tis not in wealth or rank to give 
This happiness for which Vd live — 

The poet's evening glow. 

That tints the world below ! 
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THE TEST 

Not what I felt will be the test 

When song and fragrance filled the hour, 
And all the sunshine of the blest 

Unfolded me to perfect flower. 

Not what I said will be the test 

When by sweet waters wound my way, 

And white-haired, thoughtful hills all guessed 
The word I was about to say. 

Not what I did will be the test 

When stunned by cry of human needs 

I dreamed I was myself oppressed, 
And woke to passion of great deeds. 

Not what I chose will be the test 
When first I saw one world in hand 

Is worth two in the bush — the best 
Of which it is to understand. 

O ! none of these will be the test, 

But what God knows I would have done. 

Had I been nurtured in the nest 
Of one, I now condemn and shun. 
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THE POPPY 



THE POPPY 

Long time Fve heard the poets sing 
Of Nature red in tooth and claw ; 

And when the bird with broken wing 
Lay tortured by a tiger's paw, 
The wanton pain was named a flaw. 

I sing Creation's Anodyne — 
Unconsciousness its other name! 

The hurt I know, alone is mine. 

In sleep no pain disturbs my frame. 
And not to be were all the same. 

The bird that knows its homing tree, 
But does not know it knows its nest, 

Unconsciously doth sing to me 
The secret of its mother breast, 
And never thinks that it is blest ! 

The wound that makes the lamb to writhe. 
Is in myself — not in the blade 

That ends a life carefree and blithe. 
The brutal act that doth degrade. 
Is what of me a brute has made ! 
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THE POPPY 

Such is the line, in Nature clear, 

Twixt man and things of lower state : 

These all as in a dream appear. 
Who thus distils the Lotus — fate. 
Finds each day's work an opiate. 

In vain men point to serpent fangs 
And blood by cruel tortures shed ; 

The bird unconscious feels no pangs — 
The poppy blooms where drops its head, 
God only knows that it is dead. 

O blessed thought! there is no pain 
In the unconscious realms of earth. 

All things return by death again 

The way in which they came at birth. 
Alike unknown their grief or mirth. 
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THE PLUTOCRAT 

A stranger, sir, bespeaks your sympathy, 

Whose large possessions close to him the door 

Of every sweet content. The envy he 

Of all the world, none need its pity more. 

A wife was mine, by Nature formed to charm 
A man to heroism. We grew apart. 

As business left no time for love. No harm 

I meant the while my coldness broke her heart. 

And innocents were mine, fair as the light ; 

Still, thought that hovered o'er my ships at sea 
So bound me to my office day and night, 

The children in my home grew strange to me ! 

And sister too I had, sweet as the lute. 
Until my greed of gain to madness grew ; 

I never meant, God knows, to be a brute, 
As when such angel love I coldly slew. 

Or bull or bear on 'change, with heart of stone 
I saw unmoved old comrades fiercely hurled 

To death ; and with their blood I built my throne. 
That drew on me the curses of the world. 
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THE PLUTOCRAT 

Vast servants I must have with my estate ; 

And yet, I can not trust them from my sight, 
For human strength breaks down beneath such 
weight, 

And I must watch my watchers day and night. 

With weahh at my command a state to buy, 
Or e'en corrupt a senate with my breath, 

I can not my one craving satisfy, 

Or bribe a moment of the fear of death. 

I tremble thus, the while, or day or night, 
A stranger seems across my path to stray, 

Lest he may drop the dreaded dynamite 
And instant blow me from my goods away! 

My soul I gave to gain the boundless store 

And lost thereby the power to enjoy. 
Far better fight the wolf from off one's door 

And relish life like some barefooted boy. 

Then envy not, kind sir, my glittering prize. 
Nor spare your pity for the one a rag 

Has on. I need it more ; so restless lies 
The head that's pillowed on a money bag! 
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OPTIMISM 

How true, that there never can be any loss 

From which will not come richest gain in our need. 

And there never can be, or a crown or a cross, 

That comes not, as plant, from a long buried seed ! 

There never can be any sorrow so great. 
Any burden so heavy, or hard to be borne ; 

But out of it all, brighter days, soon or late 

Will come with the glory and splendor of morn. 

There never can fall a shadow so dense — 

So blighting and chill, that may not at length, 

If we lean on our Patience and take time to wait. 
Be made to produce some fruitage of strength. 

Thus, everything works together for good ! 

And nothing that comes into life is amiss. 
The black angels brought the gray prophet his food, 

Oh, never could be fitter token than this ! 

However it here unto others may seem, 

'Twould be worth many times Earth's disquiets to 
me 
To go thro' this life once again, from its dream 

Just to wake in the shade of a bird-haunted tree ! 
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THE TWENTIETH CENTURY CITY 

The cry of suppliant millions rising up before the 

throne, 
Recalled the promise of a Second Coming to his own. 
How long, O Lord, thou knowest! all is ready for 

thine eye: 
We're building towers to light the world and flats to 

scrape the sky! 

When Christ, the Lord, responsive, said: I now will 
go and see 

What is this boastful readiness, that has been made 
for me. 

He passed not down again, thro' fragile gate of hu- 
man birth, 

But made the clouds his chariot drawn by lightning to 
the earth. 

At once there was a stir among the great ones of each 

church, 
Lest their denominations might be rated in the lurch. 
And so they said : Let's call a union meeting, 'live and 

great, 
That he who taught us peace may not suspect our 

warring state! 
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THE TWENTIETH CENTURY CITY 

The learned and profound divines, for once were all 

agreed, 
And from cathedral rich and chapel poor, as there 

was need. 
Committees chose impartial, who should serve the 

crowds, that ran 
To wait in lordly hall and parlor on the Son of Man. 

And thus, the New Jerusalem right soon was all 
ablaze. 

While every street was packed with crowds, that fairly 
seemed a-craze. 

And trampling on each other pressed — their only ur- 
gent care — 

In all directions, for their own familiar house of 
prayer. 

Great organs throbbed and thundered through the 

crowded kingly place; 
And floods of mighty music sobbed and surged before 

his face; 
While temples flamed with domes of gold, where poor 

men begged for bread, 
In praise of One, who once had here no place to lay 

His head. 

And when the call was made for prayer, the city stood 
aghast ! 
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THE TWENTIETH CENTURY CITY 

Some knelt, some slowly read their books and others 

spoke too fast. 
Thus, what the Christ had meant should make His 

saints of one accord, 
Such clamor bred, as when an army charges with the 

sword. 

And in the streets and courts, where little children 
were at play. 

He marked great chasms, that rent the pavement by 
the way, 

And opening wide and wider, showed a thousand hos- 
tile creeds. 

Where war the city shook, like gales a pond o'ergrown 
with reeds. 

And thus, where'er in all that city of His own, He 

went, 
Our Lord did seem in listening mood. His head in 

sorrow bent, 
As thro' the gaping walls and yawning of foundation 

stones, 
He heard recriminations, awful curses, bitter groans! 

At length, as if His heart had grown aflood beyond 

all bound; 
As when a swollen Conemaugh, with one moist breath 

has drowned 
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THE TWENTIETH CENTURY CITY 

A valley out of sight, he said : "There's not in all the 

land 
A child but knows my words: 'A house divided can 

not stand'. 

"As well ye know the prayer, that all my people may 

be one, 
So, long ago the world would have believed upon the 

Son ! 
Tis your divisions thus have stopped my chariot in 

the street, 
And filled the alleys with the dens of those who lie 

and cheat. 

"And think ye, then, this city ye have builded shall 

endure ? 
Which makes a mock of my commands and crushes 

out the poor! 
'Twixt disciplines, confessions, platforms, articles and 

points. 
Your mortar was untempered and your building broke 

in joints! 

" 'Tis Babylon, rightly named confusion, by the sacred 

pen; 
*In vain ye worship Me, who teach for faith the 

words of men.' 
Such is the boasted readiness, that has been made for 

Me. 
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THE TWENTIETH CENTURY CITY 

And which I've waited, lo! these nineteen hundred 
years to see!'' 

Then they essayed reply: "Lord, Lord, not ours the 

greater guilt ! 
For we but built the walls of sect, as erst our fathers 

built. 
Behold the new Jerusalem, that everywhere doth 

stand. 
By our great mission enterprise outspread in every 

land! 
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Our task was hard and caused delay, the while with 

sword and flame 
We tried to shape each living stone forever more the 

same. 
'Twas thus thy little ones we left without protecting 

wall. 
Thro' fault of heretics, who thought we did not know 

it all." 

Then Christ e'en summoned whom He would, from 
out a thousand sects. 

The motley product of the world's religious dialects — 

Men from low dives, who spoke the slang of soul de- 
stroying gin. 

And women, who discoursed the language of their 
shame and sin. 
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THE TWENTIETH CENTURY CITY 

First those who hoard the plenty of a longed for pros- 
perous time, 

And thus, while wealth increases, so does poverty and 
crime 1 

Then, those who sell themselves for gold and lead a 
loveless life — 

The loathsomeness of all revealed, who take the 
wrong to wife! 

These sat He in the midst of them, with look of 

searching pain, 
And as the priests and doctors, purpling proudly in 

disdain. 
Drew back their costly garments from defiling touch, 

said he : 
"Behold the twentieth century city ye have built for 

Me!"' 



LEAVES 

The leaves such sweet things have to do — 

They chat with summer rain, 
Breed butterflies, that boys pursue, 

And bees they entertain. 

They dream all day, o'er pretty tunes 

The breezes pass along, 
And fold up sunshine in the runes, 

The forest sets to song. 

By night they trim their cloaks with pearl. 
And make themselves too grand 

To give a glance at passing earl, 
Tho' lord of all the land ! 

And when they come to die, they shed 

Forth odors so divine. 
Their spirits are with spices wed 

To amulets of pine ! 

At last, in graves of deepest hue. 

Their slumber is so brief. 
And all such sweet things have to do, — 

I wish I was a leaf! 
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SEED OF SONG 

The earth and air and sea are packed with seed, 
So everything gives being to its liind ; 

The song is but of some diviner breed 
Than orders yet by common words defined. 

Long time its germ may float upon the air ; 

The bud unfolds soon as it lodgment makes, 
A thousand years of garnered sweetness there, 

As fresh as when the forest morn awakes. 



SEED OF SONG 

To Homer, Horace, all the bards of old, 

That sowed with seed of song the fields of time, 

A Keats, a Tennyson, owes debt untold, 
Albeit for the fragrance of his rhyme. 

The thought was flowered into song afar. 
And wafted here and there on downy wing. 

That dropped in Shakespeare's brain a procreant star, 
And lo ! Macbeth shot up in dewy spring. 

All song lay cased within a single reed. 
Ere Milton's epic, Goethe's drama sprang, 

And all immortal harmonies from seed 
Of melody the older poets sang. 

A lonely sport, in fields of common song. 
Appeared at first the sonnet of renown ; 

At last, transplanted oft and cultured long, 
Men saw its worth and every knee went down. 

Ah me ! what proud huzzas then shook the world. 
Whose sweet vociferations rang from sea 

To sea, till distant mountains backward hurled 
The sound, to echo down eternity ! 

O ! may I be of the great company. 

Of those who sow the world with seed of song ; 
So shall I sing in poems yet to be. 

Made better oft as they are passed along. 
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OUR HOUSE NOT MADE WITH HANDS 

Not all at once complete it stands : 
But day by day, from base to dome, 

We build the house not made with hands, 
That is to be our endless home. 

From out the deep hewn rock of time 

Our deeds we quarry one by one, 
With which to rear its walls sublime. 

That stand complete, when life is done. 

On every side tall windows march. 
Like ranks of troops into the light, 

As clear as day's triumphal arch. 

Or stained with passions dark as night. 

And columns guard it round about, 

As airy as the templed groves, 
That seem to wander in and out. 

Where dream great thoughtful browed alcoves ! 

Its floors, all lights and shadows wed, 
With richest gems from every sea, 

Upon whose firm Mosaics tread 
The slippered feet of History. 
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OUR HOUSE NOT MADE WITH HANDS 

A groined roof surmounts the whole, 
Majestic, as the dome of night; 

Where prayers, like swallows of the soul, 
Soft twittering, wing unwearied flight. 

When other hands have done their part, 
Above the hills, the dome, by sleight 

At last, of some diviner art. 

Is tossed to far cathedral hight ! 

So high it mounts the earthly ball. 
It sparkles in the morning light. 

When floor and roof and arch and wall 
Are yet enveloped in thick night. 
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A MORNING SONG 

My beloved one comes in the morning, 
And his presence is morning to me ; 

Thro' the night all the earth is adorning, 
My beloved, my morning, to see. 

While the fields and the woods are awaking. 
In the morning my voice shall he hear ; 

For my heart sweetest music is making 
When my lover, my morning, is near. 

When the far away mountain is purpling, 
'Tis my morning is speeding apace, 

And my vision will soon be encircling 
His all-luminous, beautiful face! 

O, the joy of the thought of his coming! 

My beloved, my morning so fair; 
Like the dawn, when the blossoms are humming 

And the world is a-wing in the air. 
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THE GLACIER 

O'er peak and gorge, with dread, resistless flow, 
A stream of ice glides down the mountain side, 
And slips away upon the ocean tide — 

Beneath, the sea — above, eternal snow ! 

In funereal pageant, measured, slow. 

The booming icebergs, like sea-monsters ride. 
Attended by white mists and clouds as wide 

As heaven. Behold the place where glaciers grow! 

So shalt thou understand the solemn awe 

With which I view the flowing stream of years — 

The passing crowd that comes and goes by law, 
As cold as river formed of frozen tears 

And broken hearts, all crowded out from shore 

By death, ne'er to be seen or heard of more ! 
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THE MAGIAN'S SONG 

Sing me a song of lite sublime — 

Of life sublime! 
Born of the might that set the stars 
On far-swept music's heavenly bars ; 
And strike the keys of light and shade 
On which the Magian Moses played, 
Till desert hordes were charmed to peace- 
Were charmed to peace. 

I like not well the dainty lay — 

The dainty lay, 
That is in sense as smoothly sweet. 
As sweetly smooth of rhythmic feet ; 
That owns no mighty oversoul. 
Whose impulse hurls it to its goal, 
As thunderbolt shot from the clouds — 

Shot from the clouds. 

Still prize I less the wanton air — 

The wanton air. 
That trips the light fantastic toe, 
As soft as down, as cold as snow. 
Give me the song my being stirs. 
That on some noble deed confers 
The knighthood of the raptured world — 

The raptured world ! 
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THE MAGIAN S SONG 

So feel I when the Magian sings — 

The Magian sings, 
My feet are winged, my thought takes fire. 
The petty things of life expire ; 
And up celestial hights I tread 
Among the great, immortal dead ; 
The demigods — the men divine — 

The men divine. 



TWO WINDS 

Blow softly, summer air, thro' orchards blow. 
And kiss the leaf that gives the zephyr birth ; 

But still a sweeter wind flits to and fro 

The while thro' thee, as thou about the earth. 

Thou art to one small planet all confined. 

The wind I love to breathe, unbounded flows 
Thro' worlds that dot the firmament of mind — 

Thro' light, thro' ether space unhindered goes. 

I see its breath upon some forehead play; 

I hear its music in the stately trees. 
And men and things beneath its passion sway 

Like forest swept by some strong mountain breeze. 

At but a sound of going far away 

Each coward fear betakes itself to flight; 

The earth's old darkness turns to infant day. 

New states are born, new thoughts leap forth to 
light. 

O wondrous- wind, blow on ! unceasing blow, 
Far out across the world-wide plain of time, 

Till every shore o'er all the great below 
Become the native zone of deed sublime! 
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LITTLE VAGABONDS 

I find them in the country lane, 
In city lot and village street. 

Their cheeks aglow with dew and rain. 
The soil upon their chubby feet ; 

So, glad am I, the way they grow — 

These little vagabonds I know. 
90 



LITTLE VAGABONDS 

They run along the shady streams, 

They haunt the roads, thro' forests dense, 

And every one more happy seems. 
To climb upon some rustic fence, 

And look at me with half an eye. 

As if a stranger passed them by ! 

Thus, dandelion, oxalis 

And buttercup — what numbers more ! 
No one to care, no one to kiss. 

Grow wild and beg from door to door. 
The daisy strayed among the reeds 
And grew the queen of all the weeds. 

Oh, little vagabonds! we know 

You never had a sweet caress, 
But, left upon the street to grow. 

Became so thoughtless of your dress; 
You are invited to no feast, 
But always come when wanted least ! 

From out a storm of such abuse 

Not strange that you should grow up wild, 
And plead ofttimes, as your excuse, 

The star was once an aster's child. 
Thus vagabonds have their sweet faith 
As every flower has its wraith ! 
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THE FROG'S WORLD 

I stood beside a cistern falling to decay, 

Adown whose dark abyss scarce crept a solar ray, 

To watch the brawny workmen tear the roof away. 

And as the roiling waters foamed like ancient grog, 
Amid the falling timbers crouched a dismal frog, 
His world in dread commotion, clinging to a log. 

A moment I bethought me, leaning o'er the brink ; 
The little comic creature has its way to think ; 
Fm sure it feels as others — such a knowing wink. 

And so I read its musings, pictured in my own ; 

At once, all lines of being blended in a tone 

That haunted me, so like a voice from the unknown. 

The pumpstock and conductor — two faint orbs, no 

more, 
Shone on its world benighted; myriads o'er and o'er 
My world, as dark to taller beings, light thro' heaven's 

floor! 

As frightful falling stanchion, in its troubled eye. 
That splash its ocean skyward, passing it so nigh ; 
As were celestial rafters dropping from my sky! 
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As ominous the barrow, as it trundled near, 
Creaking 'neath a load of refuse, in its anxious ear, 
As lightning speeded thunder, I with terror hear ! 

And then there came a rumbling like a falling tree, 
As load on load went tumbling thro' immensity 
Into its watery world till "there was no more sea." 

Twas thus it rose to bights by loftier beings trod; 
As when my world is leveled, nothing left but God, 
While I am crouching closer 'neath each earthly clod. 

And there, as one bewildered by a burst of light, 
With song and fragrance laden, like the dewy night, 
Upon the spot it lingered motionless from fright. 

Thus, not till foul entreated, from its life-long sleep. 
Did it emerge at last, and with a mighty leap 
Find rivers near, where pastured flocks of tinkling 
sheep. 

So I, perchance, as blindly prize my earthly sphere. 
While all above me worlds on worlds are waiting near 
Resplendent with a beauty never dreamed of here. 
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AN OLD SWEETHEART 

How great man's love for Nature is! 

She loves him more; 
Loves him like old sweetheart of his 

On foreign shore. 

She charms him with her lovely dress, 

As maiden true, 
In robes the evening skies confess, 

Impearled with dew. 

Her face she wreathes with sweetest smiles 

Of all the blest ; 
To captivate us with her wiles 

She does her best. 

She sings to us in all the trees 

With note so shy 
Our prima donnas fail to please 

A taste so high ! 

She chats with us in lovely brook 

That never tires, 
With evening song or thoughtful book 

Our heart inspires. 

The ripples in her waving hair 

Play hide-and-seek, 
And search for dimples everywhere 

In her fair cheek! 
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AN OLD SWEETHEART 

In lovers' ways she is expert 

And at her best ; 
She presses us until we hurt 

Against her breast. 

Thus Nature has her lovers true 

And passionate; 
And into byways hid from view 

Attracts her mate. 

Forgetting life and truant time, 
They spend whole days 

In forest stillnesses sublime, 
Conning .new lays. 

Oh, what a pure and holy thing 

This Nature love ! 
It came new-born on seraph wing 

Straight from above. 

You can not put it in a creed 

Or pious song ; 
No words that fill such mortal need 

To us belong. 

And thus all things were planned. 

This end in view ; 
That he is only good and grand 

To Nature true. 
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THREE CRYSTALS 

Like a falling star 

Dropped ajar 
From the eye of solemn night afar, 

Comes the tear — 

Trembling tear, 
With a coy and shrinking way, 
Like a spirit gone astray. 
Oft it stops its steps to mark, 
Muttering, Dark, dark, dark ! 
And however seeming fickle, 
From exhaustless founts, its trickle 

Fills the world. 
So, the tear drop comes. 
Globed in depths where sorrow hides. 
And adown the path of being glides ; 
While a plaintive, recitative air it hums. 

Dark, dark, dark! 
There's an echo sounding, hark ! 
Some one's brooding o'er an arrow shot aside 
the mark. 

Like a spirit's flight 

In the night. 
Not a wing thro' all the sky in sight. 

Comes the dew — 

Pearly dew. 
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THREE CRYSTALS 

With the silence of a thief 

It lights upon a leaf, 

And with modest maiden blush 

Whispers, Hush, hush, hush ! 

As the stars, that thickly sprinkle 

All the sky, begin to twinkle 

In their mirth. 
So the dew drop comes, 
Dreaming down its way to earth. 
Like a creature of celestial birth ; 
In a sort of faint abstraction, as it hums. 

Hush, hush, hush ! 
To the feverish, maddening rush. 
That is threatening all the joyance out of life to 
crush ! 

Like a lovely face 

Full of grace, 
Whose remembrance in new friends we trace, 

Comes the rain — 

April rain. 
With its sweet coquettish way. 
Running o'er with childish play ; 
And it draws up to our ear. 
Crooning, Cheer, cheer, cheer ! 

As the drops more thickly patter, 
And they all begin to chatter 
Half aloud. 
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THREE CRYSTALS 

So the rain drop comes. 
Dripping from its parent cloud, 
Peering thro' the seedhng's homy shroud. 
With a kind of musical device it hums, 

Cheer, cheer, cheer I 
For the time of spring is near. 
And the loved ones lost to sight will soon again 
appear. 



INDIRECTION 

What wonders, in the busy earth, 
Has Nature wrought by simple means! 

With no strange miracles of birth, 
All note the sheaf the toiler gleans. 

Straight from above no gift descends. 

The skies at best give faintest hints 
Of good, till man his effort blends 

With God, and earth with heaven tints. 

Thus, Nature said, "Lo, here is clay!" 
Man took the hint and molds a vase. 

Again she said, "Watch me at play," 
And from the loom comes Irish lace! 

Sweet brier idled in man's path ; 

He loved it, and it blooms a rose. 
A daisy stirred the farmer's wrath — 

Burns sang, and weed to poem grows. 

A tiny string and block of wood — 
Such Nature's charming reticence ! 

But once the hint is understood, 
The harp wakes to omnipotence! 
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INDIRECTION 

Of ochre clod and iron rust, 

All Nature voiced an overplus ; 
When Millet whispers, as he must, 

"Let them become an Angelus !" 

The forests said, "Lo, here are trees !" 
Man took the hint and builds a home. 

Again she said, "Behold a breeze!" 
And on the hills uprises Rome. 

Thus Nature said, "See, here is coal!" 
And from the coal man conjures steam. 

Again she said, "J^st see my soul !" 
And round the globe he flies his team. 

When Nature said, "Lo, here is ore !" 
Soon from the ore man makes a horse. 

'Twas she who said, "Just watch me soar !" 
And from the sky there comes a Morse. 

The brooklet sang of Nature's books, 
And from its lines men learn to scan. 

So classic are its inglenooks, 

Forth from their shades comes Horace Mann ! 

First Nature said, "Here's mind untaught 
And rude," ere Man appears to say. 

Let mind now brood till full of thought. 
As sky with larks on summer day. 
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INDIRECTION 

So, Nature sang her music wild 
Thro' all the meadow lands of May, 

And all the joyance of a child 

Broke forth in laughter of the jay ! 

'Tis thus, the heart as full of love, 
As full of warmth becomes as June — 

As full of ripeness from above 
As is a mighty summer noon ! 

A secret thus, of Nature learn 

And borrow mints with lavish hand. 

The glory of a Shakspeare earn, 

Who stole her out of house and land ! 
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THE GREAT JUNE DAYS 

With the birds I waken early. 
Ere the eyelids of the dawn, 

All their lengthy lashes pearly 

With the dew, have been withdrawn. 
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THE GREAT JUNE DAYS 

And I taste, my first breath drawing. 

All the sweetness of the day ; 
And I hear the country cawing — 
Calling me to come away. 

As I stroll in woodsy places, 

I am glad but just to be, 
And at every turn God's face is 

Mirrored in the things I see. 

While I help a lark combine her 
Music with the wondrous whole, 
Wandering notes, from a diviner 
Region, stray into my soul ! 

And I feel the daisies clinging 
To my heartstrings all the time; 

And I hear the zephyrs singing 
To the tunes of childhood's clime! 

As I come thus intimately 
Into Nature's crooning way. 

Whole common months are greatly 
Less than one such perfect day! 
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THE MEADOW LARK 

A patch of sunrise streaked with mist, 

True child of morn ; 
A sweet spring day the meadow kissed, 

And thou wast born ! 

A while we watch thy movement shy, 

Without a nest; 
Dost make the rafters of the sky 

By night thy rest? 

Did some one stumble in his lore 

Of dates unknown, 
That thou art here so long before 

The grass is grown? 

There is no insect on the wing, 

The ground is bare; 
Yet thou, methinks, to hear thee sing, 

With queens dost fare. 

Not till the grass begins to wave 

Art thou thy best; 
Such then thy sunny ways, I crave 

Thy yellow breast. 



THE MEADOW LARK 

Then, with the dew upon thy throat, 

Thy notes impearled, 
Thou droppest them afar afloat 

Down on the world. 

A secret doth to thee belong, 

Canst make reply? 
Thy home is on the ground, and song 

Is in the sky! 

Thus, to my earnest questioning, 

The meadow lark 
This tonic note to me did fling. 

How like a spark ! 

The high-winged spirits care-free are, 

Of lowly heart ; 
Their every thought, thus fledged a star, 

A gem of art ! 
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THE REIGN OF LAW 

I searched my barren field 

For harvest yield ; 
Just this to me was plain, 

To try again. 

We sow persistent seed 

Against our need. 
And then upon our knees 

Wait favoring breeze. 

How clear ! it is the same 

With what we name 
Prayer. Sure, who made the earth 

Has given birth 

To law concealed somewhere 

Unchanged, as care 
He gives the growing grain 

In summer rain. 

And so, it is in place 

A means of grace, 
When things for which we pray 

Till we are gray, 
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THE REIGN OF LAW 

Unanswered still remain, 

To ask again 
What law we disobeyed 

When erst we prayed? 

In each industrious task 

The thing we ask 
We have, when we obey, 

Come what come may. 

And so, by this fixed law 
That knows no flaw, 

We mount the shining stair 
By steps of prayer. 
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THE DIVINE MAN 

Long time ago there lived a man, 
If man He might be named, 
Who was more widely famed, 

Than Jupiter or mighty Pan ! 

His was a passion for the race 
That knew no social bound; 
That in a waif still found 

The sweetness of an angel's face. 

A poet's vision lent a glow 

And warmth to common things 
That filled the sky with wings 

Whene'er he walked the great below! 

He lived an outdoor life, in love 
With all the fresh, green fields — 
With all that Nature yields 

To eyes, that scan the great above. 

Where he but passed the grasses grew, 

The buds to beauty burst, 

And poppies were the first 
To show the reapers what to do. 
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THE DIVINE MAN 

His Speech was born of sedgy brooks, 
That gladdened country lanes — 
The child of golden grains, 

And orchards full of restful nooks. 

The wind that blew from such a source 

The soul of beauty caught, 

And not a leafy thought 
Has winnowed from his great discourse. 

The way he went, alive with birds 
And thick with swinging vines. 
Grew sweeter than the pines 

Where odorous deer disport in herds. 

Reclining on a grassy slope 
Far up the mountain side, 
His work he planned so wide. 

There was no room for larger hope! 

Of books he brought no word to man, 
'Twas of the world at large 
He spoke, as one in charge 

Of more than Roman Vatican! 

His study was all out of door. 
So pungent was his thought. 
No help from books he sought, 

Whose wisdom came thro' every pore! 

Ill 



THE DIVINE MAN 

In every fluted blade of grass, 
He heard 'neath vocal skies 
The lutes of Paradise 

To music of a holy mass! 

He gave the swallow in its flight 
The word of love and care 
That counts man's every hair, 

And never circles out of sight. 

He taught the lily how to voice 

A Providence so sweet, 

No life is since complete 
That fails to make God's way its choice. 

The rain-storm on the mountain side 

Fountains showed like that 

On which their teacher sat. 
And lessons drew from rushing tide. 

And so thro' life he went, his eye 

On Nature's open page: 

More than a human sage 
All wisdom at first-hand to try. 

Thus, all his speech was full of light 

As summer-laden airs. 

Where bees are humming prayers 
In their elysiums of delight. 
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THE DIVINE MAN 

Qiarmed with the sweetness of the tune, 

When Nature came along 

She wed his verse to song, 
And infant man began to croon ! 

So, what but seemed a workday walk 
Beneath familiar skies, 
For him wrought no surprise 

That oft he heard his father talk! 

The life he lived from day to day 

Was suited to his birth, — 

The way he came to earth 
Threw light on all he had to say. 

The marvel he of every clime! 

Two thousand years confess 

A greater from the less 
Has never reached such hight sublime ! 

More thousand years shall come and go — 

And science, art, expand 

O'er every sea and land, 
Yet none shall e'er his life outgrow ! 
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LIKE SPRINGS FROM LIKE 

Hark ! to the song of utmost star — 

Like springs from like. In laughing bird, 
As thundering cataract 'tis heard, 

In movement wrought without a jar. 

Thus to conceive a lovely thing, 

The race must brew a sweet souled man, 
No one the lily's fragrance can 

Inhale, who has not heard it sing. 

The bard ne'er saw a dewy morn 
Come trippling o'er the rosy hills, 
Till he has felt the waking thrills 

Nature imparts, when song is born. 

A dream of clover fields, ah me ! 
Too sweet at first to be believed, 
Lodged in the mind, when it conceived, 

And there was born a honey bee ! 

The groves were barren, cold and wild; 
No zephyrs courted 'mong the trees, 
Till song came, fertile as the breeze. 

And all the forests were with child ! 
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LIKE SPRINGS FROM LIKE 

As man thus thinks within, he is, 
And daily grows more pure of heart, 
Soon as he learns the holy art 

By which earth's song and joy are his. 

Thus from the heart — ^the womb of mind. 
Comes every breed of thought we think. 
Who once but gives a child to drink. 

Discerns a God by Nature kind. 

Ah well, we know the way he trod, 
Who came to show us Deity — 
He first himself must honest be, 

Who would conceive an honest God ! 
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BEYOND WORDS 

Who lives all good we know 
Is clothed in lily white, 

And thro' his being flow 
Great rivers of delight. 

Above the noisy crowd, 
The presence of the meek 

Thus thunders out so loud. 
We can not hear him speak. 

There's language of such power 
No lover finds in words ; 

Didst know it for an hour. 
The skies are filled with birds. 

Its temper, like a bell. 

Gives pitch to harp of May, 
And wakes in rhythmic spell. 

The laughter of the Jay. 
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THE ARTISAN 

There is no building known 

But Christ the Artisan 
Laid the foundation stone, 
And raised the walls alone 
For betterment of man. 

In institutions thought 

To answer of man's need, 
The good of all He sought, 
And this He ever taught 

In word not more than deed. 

They labor but in vain. 

Who never seek His aid. 
The men who crossed the main. 
Found He had come again 
In buildings that were made. 

The Open Porch He brought 

From His far Syrian home; 
And tired men soon caught, 
By honeysuckle taught, 
His loveliness of thought. 
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THE ARTISAN 

He came to frame the law 
Of freedom on the earth, 

While others build of straw; 

In mystery and awe 

He lays the family hearth. 

He builds anew with Truth 

The bulwarks of the state, 
That crumble not, forsooth, 
Like towering dreams of youth, 
In citadel and gate ! 

The rafter and the beam 

Of Justice He doth lay. 
And lo ! a marble dream 
Is swung across the stream 
That marries work to play. 

On academic hill 

He builds aright the school — 
The mighty oaken sill 
Of the eternal will 

Lays by the Golden Rule ! 

And all things He doth build 

According to the plan 
So long in ages will'd, 
Of labor famed and skilled 
By Christ the Artisan. 

119 



THE ARTISAN 

At last, our day's work done, 

The debt of nature paid, 
He calls us. one by one, 
To home beyond the sun — 
The House that He has made I 



FEAR 

There is a myth, by men called fear — 

Child of a tear, 
That in the surf mist weaves a lair 

Of mermaids' hair. 

Thus every ocean cave is lined, 

And trembling mind ; 
The churchyard, where we meet to part. 

Reveals its art. 

The black-winged thunderbolts that scare 

A world to prayer ; 
Hatch courage in the human breast, 

Where night birds nest. 

Still, morals that begin in fear 

Soon disappear; 
Nor loud alarms of babyhood 

E'er make us good. 

As when the great storm thunders by. 

Hell in its eye. 
O'er faults that time itself will laugh, 

Fear is the half ! 
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FEAR 

He is the noblest of the race 

Who keeps his pace, 
And only fears such things in man 

As mar God's plan. 

Since right is right and never fails, 

He wrong assails, 
Nof quails before the face of clay, 

Come what come may. 

E'en tho' he met death in the way. 

To fear he'd say; 
Earth's broken ties it comes to mend, 

O what a friend ! 

No one to fear of God thus can 

Join fear of man. 
Since 'tis but toll that conscience pays 

On new built ways. 

One thing alone a man should fear — 

His duty clear — 
That he may leave some work undone 

At set of sun ! 
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THE INNER EAR 

There is an ear, of life apart. 
That with the body does not age. 

And somehow, worn upon the heart, 
Is youngest in the oldest sage. 

O not when tempests ride the air 
The word of thunder speeds ahead ! 

But when the leaves are all at prayer 
The sound is with the silence wed. 
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THE INNER EAR 

Afar beyond the tides of time, 
The register of mortal ears; 

Below is heard the march sublime — 
Above, the music of the spheres. 

For it death has no silent shore, 
And baby land speaks in the sire; 

Thus things it hears unheard before. 
By way of some mysterious wire. 

It hears an angel in the brook 
That bears a message to the sea, 

In words none ever yet mistook, 
Who once has heard a honey bee! 

The living song on wing that hums 
The world, till every atmosphere 

With sound is honey laden, comes 
By hearing of the inner ear. 

The anthem, meet to worship God, 
It hears while yet a rabid purr; 

Ere every lip of tree and sod 

The heavenly breeze begins to stir ! 

We can not see, we can not know, 
And only things to us are clear 

That first are heard, like fall of snow. 
By things that do not yet appear. 
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THE INNER EAR 

The ear that hears the robin sing, 
The witching laughter of a child, 

Is not the ear that gives me wing 
And wafts my spirit to the wild ! 

The ear that hears the roses grow, 
That gives the silences a tongue, 

And starts at thunder of the flow 
Of juices, keeps me always young! 

However strange to talking folk. 
The outer ear now less I prize. 

Since with this gift, Beethoven spoke 
The dialect of paradise ! 

Such gifted ones, from time to time, 
Are sent on embassies to earth ; 

They hear ahead the speech sublime. 
And give the newer eras birth ! 
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HOW THE OTHER HALF LIVES 

Hark to the smothered cry of human want ! 
The woes of half the world the other haunt. 
Great is the mystery upon the earth ! 
The half unknown to other half from birth, 
Dreams, that to it, the pain that here is sent, 
If only known, there would be more content ! 
Such is the cry that half my being stirs. 
So chill rd shiver wrapped in Lapland furs! 

The other half eats not, yet higher lives ; 

Keeps young and fresh, when sense no pleasure gives. 

It thinks great thoughts, celestial pinions spreads, 

And truth unto immortal duty weds. 

What though the heavens fall — earth fear and quake, 

The steeds of time its wheels can not overtake ; 

Oh this, this only is the other half 

That can at all man's idle follies laugh ! 

I take but little thought for daily bread, 
And o'er no empty dish a tear would shed; 
Since this alone concerns the half of me. 
That soon will sleep to all eternity. 
But this is what such great concern here gives, 
It is just how the other half now lives ! 
And so, thro' all the days I pray for thought 
On which my soul may flourish as it ought. 
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HOW THE OTHER HALF LIVES 

One wholesome dish is all my body needs — 
The other half on thoughts by thousand feeds. 
It can not live by food and drink alone, 
But by the words that countless fields have sown. 
With humor dower'd from birth, the other half 
Thrives when I hear the truant rivers laugh. 
At but a whisper of the joyous trees 
The other half is instant on its knees. 

The other half lives on the beauty of the flowers, 

'Mid opportunities for all its powers. 

When asters bloom on fields of heaven by night, 

I instant grow a thousand strong for right. 

The thunder gives my thought a thrilling speed, 

And 'twixt the sunbeams deathless lines I read. 

The sacrifice it makes for others' good 

Has greater warmth than fire of all the wood. 

The dateless hills the other half inspire 
To deeds that flash and flame with holy fire, 
And groves, whose leafy branches wave 
Their banners high above the sleeping brave ; 
What joy meantime of other streams untold, 
That wind my meadows with long threads of gold. 
Thus, with the true, the beautiful and good 
The other half now fares on angels' food. 
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THE TROUBLES OF AN ACORN 

Out in a forest an acorn grew, 

Robed in sunlight and christened with dew ; 

Out in the forest an acorn hung, 

And to and fro in its hammock swung; 

And the day was all smiles to it. 

And the night trailed broad aisles to it, 

And the winds came for miles to it — 

Out in the forest an acorn true. 

Out in the forest an acorn dreamed, 
And the face of the sun-father beamed 
Out in the forest on his acorn child. 
And he spoke as a May day mild : 
'Daughter mine, ever dear to me. 
As my hand thou art near to me, 
Open your heart without fear to me — 
Out in the forest greatly esteemed !" 

Out in the forest the acorn heard, 

And the leafy branches strangely stirred. 

Out in the forest the acorn learned 

That something for which its nature yearned, 

And the thought filled its breast with song,- 

And a bird built its nest of song 

And the children were blest of song. 

When the forest wise spoke its leafy word. 
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THE TROUBLES OF AN ACORN 

Out in the forest the acorn thought, 
While seasons ran and sunshine wrought. 
Out in the forest the acorn mused 
On its leathern cloak so little used ; 
And its courage grew strong in life, 
And it sang a new song in life : 
I shall never go wrong in life 
When in the forest by tempest caught." 



Out in the forest the acorn slept — 

Near the father it silently crept. 

Out in the forest the acorn cried, 

A bald fiend rushed from the mountain side 

And the branch that was young to him. 

That so lately had sung to him, 

Was disrobed as it clung to him. 

And in the forest his daughter wept. 

Out in the forest the acorn rolled 
In a crack of the earth untold ; 
Out in the forest the acorn sank. 
Where the mud and the slush were rank. 
And its life seemed all loss that day, 
Every tree was a cross that day. 
And its bed was bare of moss that day, 
Out in the forest coffined and cold. 

Out in the forest the acorn lay 
Under the foot of a great June day. 
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THE TROUBLES OF AN ACORN 

Out in the forest the acorn sighed, 
And from a low fever pain it cried. 
And its head, it was split forthwith, 
A sprout shot from the pit forthwith, 
And it lost all its wit forthwith, 
Out in the forest too weak to pray. 

Out in the forest the acorn learned 
The lesson- oft it had inly spurned. 
Out in the forest the acorn heard 
The father speak, who said not a word! 
From the tree is the seed of growth, 
Such a cloak has the need of growth, 
Pain belongs to the breed of growth, 
Out in the forest by trouble earned. 



131 



THE SONG OF THE HILLS 

I love to roam the billowed plains, 
And watch the valleys run and hide; 

While sporting with the winding lanes. 
The hills rejoice on every side. 

Oft, as they rise upon my sight, 

Like summer clouds from out the sea. 

There comes a thrill of sweet delight. 
That runs aquiver over me. 
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THE SONG OF THE HILLS 

So fresh the waking hills at mom, 
With dew-drops every eyelid drips; 

I know they must be ocean born, 
The way they roll their pouting lips. 

They laugh with me in sunny brooks. 
That keep the world forever young ; 

Their passions nest in inglenooks, 
Where love in twilight finds a tongue. 

Such sports alone to youth belong, 
Which tell me I am yet a boy ; 

The little hills break forth in song. 

The fields all clap their hands for joy. 

The way they echo what they hear, 
I know the hills but babies are, 

And from their playful mood, 'tis clear 
Their mother has not left them far. 

Oft where these little people dwell, 
I find myself on dreamful walk. 

Till by a long-forgotten well 
The cradled valleys wake to talk. 

I see the hills like babes asleep 

When evening calls them home afar, 

And tucks them close, while yet they peep. 
And pins their cover with a star. 
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THE SONG OF THE HILLS 

Let others boast the common way 
That fame from sire to son distils, 

I claim a higher birth than they, 
Who first saw life among the hills. 

Mid uplands that embrace the sky, 
First walked the spirit of the sea, 

And there, among the aeries high. 
Was rocked the cradle of the free. 

What mighty storm earth's bosom stirred 
To liquid ledge and rolling field ; 

Such time as Nature spoke the word, 
And all the landscape lay congealed. 

Thus, every measure set complete, 
The hills are an arrested song; 

And high or low, as notes repeat. 
All things to love and art belong ! 

Oh ! not alone in laughter, love 
And song, do all the hills delight ; 

But like a conscience from above, 

Their white lips whisper, right is might. 

The everlasting hills thus bow, 
And fitting reverence they show 

To God — the great eternal now — 
As high they lift their caps of snow. 
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TIDAL WAVES 

"Wait, wait, wait!" the waves all mutter, 
As they press thy shores, O sea, 
And their myriad tongues but utter 
Spray of thoughts, I give to thee. 

As I listen to them playing 
With the pebbles on the beach, 

I overhear their sunny saying. 
Nothing good is out of reach. 

Movements with the ages growing 
Stronger, like the rising tide ; 

Broadened by their ebbing, flowing. 
High into the haven glide. 

Waves there are of swan-like motion, 
Bearing high their silvery crest, 

White caps gliding from the ocean 
That up cove and inlet nest. 

Once the tide is fairly headed 

In direction of the right. 
Strongest men to old faiths wedded 

Strive in vain to stay its might. 
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TIDAL WAVES 

Many waves are joined and parted 
Ere a swell thus sweeps afar, 

Like a destiny when started, 
Floating homeward o'er the bar, 

"Wait, wait, wait," the waves are saying, 
'Neath the patient crags, O seat 
And my dream-boat, though delaying. 
Always will come home to me. 
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THE TWIN FLOWER 

Go to the field aglow with Nature's cheer, 
When Tomtit weds his little wife ; 

The country more shall woo thee year by year, 
Far from the din of city life. 
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THE TWIN FLOWER 

» 

As God the country made, and man the town, 

So much in twains our life begins ; 
All things are dual, up is paired with down — 

The young of swans are always twins ! 

Two worlds upon one stock immortal bloom, 

As eve and its companion morn. 
The growing town of dainty things is womb — 

All great events are country born ! 

The soul of song that shapes the perfect gem 

Is thus of love and beauty born ; 
A double blossom on a single stem, 

A perfect rose without a thorn. 

He shall die young e'en tho' he may live long, 
Who tells his cares to birds and flowers. 

To silent stars confesses all his wrong, 
And absolution finds in showers. 

To him who thus frequents the silent grove, 
Companions with the whispering trees, 

Sweet memories shall come — a treasure trove, 
Like hive of honey-laden bees. 

This is to bear into the world unseen 
Something worth while for us to give. 

Something that here has kept our friendship green, 
And there will make it well to live. 
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FATE 

There were three men who sought to wed, 
Enriched by counsel living, dead ; 
And each was wiser than the rest, 
So sure to find a downy nest. 

The one chose Wealth, despite his friends; 
The sky grew dark, that ill portends. 
The winds strove in the fields at play, 
Men said, "He tempts his fate to-day !" 

The next chose Beauty for his bride; 
Worse evils boded far and wide ! 
The owlets hooted all the night, 
And every heart was filled with fright. 

But Beauty still storms all the town. 
Wealth wears a jewel in its crown ; 
Meanwhile the home built on a rock 
Was shattered by an earthquake shock! 

Thus, ofttime one in planning life. 
Goes wide the mark in choice of wife ; 
A million hearts are desolate 
Because men reckon without Fatel 
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THE FOUNT OF JOY 

The sky is full of song, 
As morn of sparkling dews, 
And spring of lovely hues, 

That all to us belong. 

Ah, me ! what joys are ours ; 
They come like flocks of birds. 
And wing our thoughts with words 

That sing among the flowers ! 

We do not search for them — 

It is incredulous! 

'Tis they who search for us. 
As we for priceless gems! 

They come with us to stay. 

And light upon our roof; 

We keep them all aloof 
Until they fly away ! 

Oh, what a fount is this 
That keeps as many larks. 
As for us there are sparks 

In heaven, brimful of bliss ! 
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THE GENIUS 

He found a warble in the wood, 
And winged it with a word ; 

And when it came to him for food, 
He knew it for a bird, 

And so his heart was full of song — 

His neighbor sighed, that art was long I 
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THE GENIUS 

Men found but mud along the road, 

And cursed the frightful way, 
But where they mired beneath their load 

He gathered up the clay ; 
And an immortal statue made 
While they their gods for marble prayed ! 

Men found but rubbish on the street, 

He fired the garbage heaps, 
Then sowed his ground thus clean and sweet, 

And lo! rich harvests reaps; 
And this is service true and great 
That worthless things to worth create ! 

He found a chestnut in the grove, 

Some said the thing was old ; 
He prized it as a treasure trove, 

Whose worth could not be told ; 
Into his burning theme 'twas wrought, 
And lo ! the theme outbloomed a thought. 

This now is more than mortal power. 

To give to thought a wing, 
To wake black mud to opal flower, 

And make the tree tops sing. 
True genius this, the way to see 
The things that live eternally ! 
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IMMORTAL HOPE 

There was a holy monk, Suso by name ; 

A man whose traits were of the purest gold. 
Did he but meet a woman poor and lame, 

Because a woman still, however old, 
He stepped at once aside, tho' his bare feet 
Must tread on thorns or mire in the street. 

And this he did, as he was wont to say, 

To render homage to the Heavenly Queen — 

To our most Holy Lady, due for aye : 

The fairest one that ever earth has seen — 

Whatever the shape she wears 'neath heaven's cope — 

Still due, the child of love. Immortal Hope! 

For 'tis the same wherever met in life, 
Whatever name or form Our Lady wears. 

We see her in the sweet, the fair young wife. 
In children pulling from the wheat the tares, 

In. bird soft brooding on its downy nest, 

And fields of corn that run from east to west. ^ 

And thus we see her in the storm-swept flower 
That lifts its wounded head again to play ; 

In struggling beast, once more regaining power. 
And slowly going on its homeward way : 

In fresh-sown fields just ravished with a flood. 

And fields whose furrows lately ran with blood. 
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IMMORTAL HOPE 

Thus, too, we meet in legendary lore ; 

And in some peasant's crude, untutored song, 
Detect the strains that cheer the patient poor. 

The breathings of the souls that vanquish wrong, 
And in old creeds, that long have had their day. 
We find the spirit of a modern lay 1 
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GOD'S POEMS 

God poetizes — ^builds with song 

The sparrow's nest, 
And rings the solemn knell of wrong 

In every breast. 
Thus, bird and brook and singing star 
And all that's fair his poems are ! 

The beauty of the midnight sky 

His charming note ; 
And every streamlet running by 

A song he wrote. 
His thought inspired the mighty sea, 
And every bird-enchanted tree! 

The giant oaks, with waving palms 

In every clime, 
Are all divine ! His oldest psalms 

As set to rhyme, 
The angels sing in every land 
Where his primeval temples stand ! 

The blooming flower, the laughing child, 

The dewy morn, 
His songs original ; God smiled 

And they were born ! 
So perfect all his wondrous lays, 
True art but imitates his ways. 
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His poems all contain the thought 

Ne'er found in prose. 
A master touch in them has wrought 

Bloom of the rose ! 
To know one poem, born like this, 
Is to have felt creative bliss ! 

The very soul of beauty born, 

God's poems shine 
Like diamonds on the breast of morn. 

With light divine ! 
'Tis thus, by some unearthly tone, 
Their presence with us here is known. 

God poetizes — builds with song 

The world anew. 
He calls again his holy throiig 

From heaven's blue, 
And all the sons in his employ 
Break forth in mighty songs of joyl 
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HOREB 

In every face o'ershelved by craggy brow, 

Like mountains that whole hemispheres divide, 
Familiar only to the faithful guide, 

A Horeb hides, untouched by pick or plow, 
Whence thro' the Midian meadows hither glide 
Soft streams, while deserts line its thither side. 

A brilliant overture — a gust of morn — 

That seems from some diviner hight to blow. 
The youthful hero comes a-tip of toe! 

The oracle was prematurely born ; 

And disappointment into doubt will grow. 
That o'er his spirit their dark shadows throw. 

When Nature takes in hand to make a man. 
Thereon, she first occasion finds to rend 
Old ties, and makes the solitude his friend. 

The rest is all embraced in his great plan. 
Who takes the time to strengthen and amend 
Himself, but stoops to conquer in the end. 

Led by the Spirit to the wilderness. 

Far from the hurry and the strife of earth. 

That blight man's thought-life as consuming dearth. 

Alone in simple toil and modest dress 
He finds the quiet needful for the birth 
Of plans and poesies of wondrous worth. 
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HOREB 

With mind and heart kept young and sweet by love 
Full forty years are all too quickly flown, 
And strange new types of thought are habit grown. 

He sees in all below, in all above. 

The man who makes a worthy cause his own 
Is not by fire consumed or force overthrown. 

Thus drinking deeply draughts himself has caught. 
Till God-intoxicated, every clod 
A trace reveals where angel feet have trod. 

And every foot of ground is packed with thought, 
While instant flaming bush and flowering sod 
All vocal are with his companion God ! 

The man whose head the region of the clouds 
Disturbs, thus comes ! The sky begins to crack 
With doom. The rain car flies along the track 

By swift drawn steeds, whose mane the earth en- 
shrouds. 
And neighing shake the world ! No longer slack. 
The heavens downpour the flood his time doth lack ! 
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THE PARALLAX 

Master of human tolerance am I, 
One foot upon each hemisphere I stand, 
And with the line that joins them both in hand 

For measurement, I press against the sky 

From either antipodes. Wide open fly 
Its chamber doors! and I demand 
Of stars their secrets, while I scan the grand 

Sun-palace of the world in passing by. 

Thus they, who learn of me, attain the truth. 
'Tis not by uniformity of thought, 

But by the line of charity, forsooth. 
Which joins the world-wide views by sages taught, 

That upward toil returns, like honey bees, 

All laden down with heavenly secrecies! 
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FIELDS OF CORN 

Hark the song ! the endless charm 

Of fields of growing corn ; 
Song of spirits of the farm 

Ere chanticleer was born. 

How I prize their fragrant aisles, 
When bees are humming grace — 

Bloom akin to baby's smiles 
Like tassels brush my face. 

Knightly plumed and bannered crew 
Their whispering ranks confess, 

To the charm that rustles thro' 
A lady's silken dress ! 

But wouldst see cornfields at best? 

Go forth when winds prevail, 
When blades glance from breast to breast 

And bound before the gale ! 

Where long furrows run they cross 

Their sabers in our path, 
And aloft their tassels toss 

In gusts of seeming wrath. 
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FIELDS OF CORN 

But the hiss of sabers drawn 

And rush of many feet 
Passing by like bounding fawn, 

New airs the day repeat. 

Hail we, then, the clearing sun, 
With hush of rustling hordes. 

When the fields of corn have won 
Their diamond-hilted swords. 
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OUR OTHER WORLDS 

Fd rather be a poet than be king, 
And on the tireless pinions furnished me, 
Thro' all life's sunny day, as honey bee 

The fragrant fields in blest contentment wing. 

Thus, sipping from each floral cup the sweet, 

rd leave the bitter to neglect, defeat, 

And render down to reach of human ears 
The lofty music of the heavenly spheres ! 

Yet more the freedom of our other worlds I prize, 
Whose buds of thought all blossom into song, 
And flowers and sunshine to the mind belong — 
A-drip with honey dews from morning skies, 
'Tis drinking there life's brimming cup anew, 
I find the true is sweet and sweet is true. 

And flood the world with wood notes of delight. 
As do the forest optimists of right. 

'Tis thus he roams the earth in vain who seeks 
For aught as winsome as a grateful smile ; 
And long his way, as is the weary Nile, 

Who finds a rose as fair as look that speaks 

Her only thanks, whose hungry child is fed. 

Tis heaven's music to earth's beauty wed ; 
And mine, on wing unwearied as a dove. 
To sing the Beautiful in deeds of love ! 
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OUR OTHER WORLDS 

Who takes himself the sting of keen redress 
That heals an aching wound, such deed has wrought, 
The spacious sky could hold no bigger thought, 

Nor one more full of perfect loveliness ! 

Thus all who make their own the weaker's part — 

Alone, because they are so good of heart — 

E'en teach earth's darkest things, or want of food, 
Or want of friends, to work man's highest good ! 

The sweet, the true, the beautiful, the good — 
So great the worlds that swing upon my view, 
That earth seems but a pendant drop of dew ! 

'Tis mine to wing them widely, searching food 

Of thought for man ; and when the nesting mood 

Is come, my spirit here resorts to brood. 
Until the vast below and vast above 
Are joined in one great natal song of love ! 
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THE MORNING WIND 

List to the morning wind, 
As it unceasing blows — 

A poem high akinned 
To ever blooming rose. 

See how it moves the leaves 
To show of soft, white palms. 

While from the twittering eaves 
Fall showers of olden psalms. 

It sets awhir the wings 
Of songs that are to be, 

And mends the broken strings 
To harp of memory. 

It sets life's chords astir 
With newly fledged refrain, 

And sea waves softly purr. 
In ecstasy of pain ! 

Oh ! high will be the breed 
When use and beauty blend, 

And we shall learn to read 
A poem without end ! 
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THE BIRD NOTE 

The birds were sleeping on their nests, 
One eye half open waiting mom, 

When from the swaying woodland crests 
The Brown Thrush blew his mellow horn ; 

The challenge spread from throat to throat. 

And every wing prepared to vote, 
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THE BIRD NOTE 

The Bluebird thrummed upon the lute— 

A fiddler is the Bobolink — 1 

The Oriole played on her flute, 

And Linnet made its cymbal clink, 
Till all the songful sky was blent 
In one great bird note tournament ! 

And when the contest promised heat 

At length, it was by all agreed 
That each its bird note should repeat, 

To find the miracle, indeed. 
That raises lowly verse so high 
And with a song brings down the sky ! 

This bird note now it is I hail. 

As oft, across the fields of thought, 
I hear the whistle of a Quail, 

The challenge is that instant fraught 
With miracle ! The child's glad dream, 
The man's far youth all present seem! 

The verse that glides on pretty feet, 

Its lips abloom with verbal sweets, 
Must spring on me some strange conceit — 

A bird note fling above the streets, 
That every child would instant catch 
Ere to my heart it learns the latch ! 
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HEAD WINDS 

A wind came out upon the sea 
And said : O waves come play with me ! 
It called : Let loose your sleuths, O west ! 
And every ground bird sought its nest. 

It shouted to the forest: Hold! 
And stripped it naked in the cold ; 
It tripped upon the mountain's brow, 
And crashed against my vessel's prow. 

Thus, day and night, a head wind blew, 
That bore me drifting far, I knew 
Not where, the while I flew my sail 
And stood my boat straight in the gale. 

'Twas my mistake, who failed to tack, 
And put all head winds at my back. 
While true as needle to its pole. 
In pressing toward my youthful goal ! 

So now, I spread my canvas wide. 
And run my boat from side to side ; 
With sweep as broad as either main, 
Each hour thus brings me steady gain. 
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FAMILIARITY 

Far in the arctic wonderland, 

Where hides the sun for half the year ; 
As time notes his return at hand, 

Vast crowds with bated breath appear 
And watch till out his chamber door 
He steps aflame like Persian lore ! 

The old and young in noises vie — 

They run, they shout, they sing and play- 

From cliff to cliff the echoes fly 

That fright dumb silence far away; 

And all with laughter, love and song, 

The mighty holidays prolong! 

To us, for whom the rising sun 

Is but an every-day affair. 
For whom no thread of gold is spun 

To weave in memory's auburn hair. 
Should dawn e'en thro' our shutters peep. 
We'd draw the blinds and go to sleep I 

Thus, long ago in ages dark. 

Where once, perchance in half a year, 
Men caught a note of nestling lark. 

With bated breath o'er song so dear, 
They with each other vied to tell 
The fledgling birth of such a spell. 
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FAMILIARITY 

Alas ! that now great poems born 

As thick as flocks of quail must creep 

Half noticed thro' dense fields of corn, 
So timid, commonplace and cheap, 

These children come of noble birth — 

We void the miracle of earth ! 
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THE NEW YEAR 

On this New Year of grace, 

One thing I ask: 
Give me the strength to face 

Life's fittest task. 

Make thou my purpose clear. 

To be as one 
Whose beauty doth appear 

From sea to sun! 

And may I so be taught 

Of friends, of foes, 
Until my every thought 

Shall bloom a rose! 

With scorn for party, sect, 

May I so vote 
As will myself elect 

The man of note! 

So may I hold the cause 

By birthright mine, 
That to obey the laws 

Makes one divine! 
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THE NEW YEAR 

With courage of my thought 

May I be brave ; 
And where world heroes fought 

Be no man's slave! 

So may the best still be, 

Howe'er Fve fared, 
That those who know, write me 

The man who dared! 

Thus may I solve the plan 
That serves the whole — 

God's masterpiece, a man 
Of virile soul ! 
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THE MEDIATORSHIP OF MAN 

There were two poets, each to each unknown ; 

The one sat pinnacled with thoughts that cHmb, 

And search the cold, mysterious peaks of time. 
His head among the brightest stars that shone. 
He heard not, far below, the pinewood's moan, 

But dreamed he caught the echo of a rhyme, 

Ineffable, celestial, all sublime! 
And there in rapt suspense, remote, alone. 
Dim visions circled him. about, vague hint 

Of glories ultimate, when song impearled 
With heavenly secrecies, like mom shall glint 

Across the steepled landscape of the world. 
And thus, from all the race he dwelt apart, 
And sang to God and starved his human heart ! 

The other went about the great below, 

A very man, with every earthly thing 

In touch: the robin with a broken wing, 
The vineclad wall, the pond where lilies grow. 
The baby when it first begins to crow. 

The drunkard's curse, the wrongs that well-nigh 
sting 

To madness toiling men, and backward fling 
From sun-crowned Progress e'en, dark shades of woe ; 
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THE MEDIATORSHIP OF MAN 

And thus, he laid his heart against the heart 
Of all the world in helpful sympathy ; 

Its rhythmic palpitations by his art 

Transfigured were, with gems from every sea — 

And then he sang to man as sings a child, 

And heaven, no longer mute, approval smiled ! 

'Tis thus, who sings to God direct, in hope to gain 
Applause, reward, or here or after here, 
E'en were his notes divinely sweet and clear. 

Sings only to himself, and sings in vain. 

Nor prayer or preachment, pompous made or plain, 
With pious fervor aimed at heaven's ear. 
Has ever caught an accent far or near 

Of praise, or shall while moons still wax and wane. 

Who owns the cattle on a thousand hills 
No Ogre is by feastings reconciled. 

But he who feeds the needy poor, man's ills 
Attends, thus feeds the father in his child ; 

And he who would give gifts to God, still can. 

By means of service done his fellow man ! 
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THE SILEXT PARTNER 

In every life another life 

Its strange new shades reveal, 

That mingle in all human strife — 
A wheel within a wheel. 

It aids, impedes, conserves, destroys, 

And all we do amends ; 
A myriad plastic arts employs 

To shape us to its ends. 

Oh! blest is he that hath divined 
This presence like the skies ; 

That, more himself than self in kind, 
Aids him who nobly tries. 

And not in man alone this power 
To worth and beauty grows ; 

It wakens still in every flower 
That into fragrance blows. 

If but in listening mood, I place 

An acorn to my ear, 
From far infinitudes of space 

This truthful song I hear : 
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THE SILENT PARTNER 
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When I have slept and wake, the birds 
Will come and nest in me, 

And to the grateful flocks and herds 
A cooling shade Fll be. 

And by and by the pleasant home 
ril sweetly cheer and warm, 

And men shall find beneath my dome 
A shelter from the storm. 



*'And by and by Fll be a ship, 
And o'er the sea Fll bear 
Men safe, with speed that doth oustrip 
The tempest-winged air!' 
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And wilt thou be all this? I ask. 

"I will," it makes reply. 
As throwing oflF its workday mask, 

It adds : *Tes, God and I." 
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NEW BLOOD 

The crowded city wants new blood — 
Must have new blood or die. 

There is a show of sensuous mud 
At bottom of each eye! 

We look out on the city roofs, 

We peer thro' city smoke ; 
We hear the clank of sounding hoofs.- 

The home of city folk. 

For men pure bred on country farm 

The fevered city calls ; 
Men for whom nature still has charm, 

To fill the nation's halls ! 

The pampered blood of city lord 

Is not the blood we prize ; 
Give us new blood the fields afford. 

Fresh brewed from country skies. 

Alas ! the world is now in quest 

Of nameless city things — 
So noisily we build our nest, 

We hear no angel wings ! 

170 



NEW BLOOD 

So fear we now for coming days, 
For dark and boding morn : 

Than life amid such city ways 
'Twere better never born! 

And still the city wants new blood- 
Must have new blood or die. 

There is a show of sensuous mud 
At bottom of each eye ! 
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THE FULL COURT 

Now is the Judgment Day I 

'Neath earthly skies 
We take with us alway 

A full assize. 

High in the heart of man 

God sets his throne, 
No one may void the plan, 

Since 'tis his own. 

Each day the judgment sets — 

The court is full; 
Comes wrong with sore regrets, 

Step soft as wool! 

By night dread conscience wakes- 

The voice of God ! 
And all just ruling makes. 

Under the rod. 

The soul stands forth with awe, 

One self -accused ; 
Reason expounds the law 

Of life refused. 
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THE FULL COURT 

'Tis memory presents 

The case to view ; 
Excuses she invents 

To judge and you. 

Should conscience move its Lord 

Contrariwise, 
Twould sheathe the flaming sword 

Of Paradise. 

For those with eyes to see, 

God's angels are 
A-wing in every tree, 

As every star. 

Who gives a Christmas cup 

To little one, 
Invites it in to sup, 

Now shines a sun. 

His gain, our Lord's delay, 

Will not postpone 
To far-off Judgment Day, 

Whom deeds enthrone ! 
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THE PRIMAL DECALOGUE 

No one needs wait till soul and body part 

That he may see God face to face, 
Nor search the pathworn earth till faint of heart, 

Some imprint of his feet to trace. 

For still, each art a presence, like the sky 

Reveals the very soul of awe ! 
And every science is a Sinai 

A-quiver with the weight of law. 

The everlasting hills all studious bend 

O er countless tables made of stone. 
Whereon are written out from end to end 

A decalogue ere Moses known. 

E'en on the smallest pebble we may read, 

As graven with a chisel fine. 
To him who serves a man in time of need 

God says: Well done, thou child of mine. 

Each layer, like a long familiar book. 
And boulder, clasped by jeweled sod 

With every wayworn rock and running brook 
A Bible is writ full of God ! 
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THE PRIMAL DECALOGUE 

Thus still, who scales the hight by herding crowds 
Unknown, where light and darkness meet 

In halls of thunder draped with burning clouds, 
Will find Jehovah's judgment seat! 

There, 'mid all archetypal splendor set. 

His converse is with thought so fine. 
That time forgot, his head with night is wet 

While copying the Book divine ! 
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THE BRAMBLE BUSH 

A bank of bloom, the apple tree 
At rosy mom impearls the skies, 

While haunted by the honey bee 
In all the lore of dreamland wise. 

In jacket trim for sweet May days, 
His every pleasure yields him gain; 

And what he now attempts to praise. 
Once grew a bramble on the plain. 

In wanton sport upon each thorn 
The cruel shrike his captive hung, 

And widowed ones from morn to morn 
Their sore lament thro' wildwood sung. 

At length are heard the Christly feet ! 

The thornbud, once of ill-repute. 
First sings in bloom its gospel sweet, 

And then works up to luscious fruit. 

Thus pride at first a thorn appears, 

And wounds us in our dearest friends ; 

But when it man as man endears. 
The pain to pleasure makes amends. 
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THE BRAMBLE BUSH 

The care that in our wildwood state 
Is thorn of worry, work and fret, 

As sweetness more with light we mate, 
Puts thought for others' good in debt. 

Thus every thorn on Nature's tree. 
Pride, passion, care for daily food. 

Is haunted by a honey bee, 

And ill is but unblossomed good. 

To change the desert to a rose, 

And fill the world with its perfume, 

But needs the culture and repose 

That charm the thornbud into bloom ! 
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THE BIRTHPLACE OF SUBLIMITY 

The fertile human mind, 

With matter here combined, 

Doth correspondence find. 
Thus, men themselves in Nature see; 
And one was famed the "Attic Bee," 

Who everywhere 
Such stores of sweetness found 

In earth and air, 
And with such mellow sound 

His. treasures bore along 
On flower-pollened wing, 

Men owned his every song, 
Ascent with all the charm of spring; 
And oft they paused 'neath bloss'ming tree 
To listen to the hum of memory; 
Or, followed to the busy hive. 
Made glad in such a world to be alive ! 

For every ruling trait. 

And each unconscious state. 
Another so, whose songs are famed 
Thro' all the world, might well be named 

The English Alps. 

For lo ! upon his belt, the scalps 
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THE BIRTHPLACE OF SUBLIMITY 

Of mountains bold, 

Who from the days of old 

The race defied. 

In vain the world had tried 

To battle down 
The utmost hights of dread sublimity ! 

In his renown 
The greatness of the race I see. 

No more doth now the spirit, hungry, gaunt, 
The awful peaks of Alps and Andes haunt, 

For store to stay its needs. 

In thoughts, desires and deeds, 

The soul in hights and depths as far exceeds 
The mountains that o'er mountains rise. 
From ocean caves to kiss the skies, 
As these surpass the hills that ageless sleep 
And dreamily above each other creep. 

In aspirations of the race 

Vast hights we clearly trace, 

Piled crag on crag against the sky. 

That storm and time defy — 

A mountain round whose breast the clouds 

their dark wings spread 
While everlasting sunshine hovers o'er its 

head. 
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THE BIRTHPLACE OF SUBLIMITY 

Here, too, ambition lifts its peak 

To awful hight, 
Cold, solitary, bleak, 
Where not a crooning creek, 

Or bird on songful wing pursues its flight. 
Outvying so the coldness of Jungfrau, 

Or haughty Matterhorn, 
Or Sinai, with its dreadful law — 

In muttered words of thunderous scorn 
That echo far below in darksome caves 

Of melancholy, fathomless, abysmal, cold; 
Where gloomy shadows haunt the silent graves 

Of centuries, that ere man came were bent 
and old! 

O ! tempt me not to wander far and wide 

In quest of the sublime. 

In but a moment's time, 
With Milton at my side. 
In some sweet, shady nook I hide. 

And lo! the mountains mass from every 
clime. 

In easy mood. 

My hammock swinging slow, 
I climb where the eternal grandeurs brood — 

I leap the glacier chasm and track the ever- 
lasting snow* 
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THE BIRTHPLACE OF SUBLIMITV 

Assured henceforth, where'er I go 
Asearch thro' loftiest solitude, 
Or in the thundering Vatican, 
There's naught subhnie but man ! 



THE BOOK LOVERS 



PERENNIAL YOUTH 

My heart is all abound 

O'er flocks of dewy fields, 
And every playful mound 

Some mental pasture yields. 

At sight of storm clouds wild 

That feed along the sky, 
I feel as when a child. 

New wonder born am I ! 

While nature, thus finds tongue 

To voice its happy moods. 
My soul again is young 

And spawns similitudes! 

Oh ! still IS he a boy. 

Whose thoughts are lined with light; 
Who wakes each morn with joy 

And always sides with right! 
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CHALLENGE 

Poets do not reason; 

None so shy, 
As they nest all season 

In the sky. 

Far above digression 

From the mark, 
They must voice impression 

As the lark. 

When the morn is graying 

They awake ; 
The oracular saying 

None mistake. 

In it hides instruction 

For the child ; 
Logical deduction 

Mountain piled! 

Fragrant hint of pansies — 

Gnomic spells 
Ring thro' all the stanzas 

Steeple bells ! 
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CHALLENGE 

Thought that shines in beauty 

Of its own; 
What if science, duty, 

Bards enthrone? 

Flowers tell in sweetness 

All they feel ; 
Birds sing in completeness. 

True as steel. 

But the soul immortal, 

More than sound, 
Sweeps the flower portal 

At a bound. 

Perched upon a rafter 

Of the sky ; 
All before and after. 

Such am I. 

Thus the poet's treasure 

Is the whole — 
Worlds new-coined to pleasure 

Of the soul. 

From his lofty station 

Far is hurled 
Tintinnabulation 

Round the world. 

184 



CHALLENGE 

Burning declaration 

He doth make, 
To fire church and nation 

When at stake. 

Spheral drops unending, 

Like the rain. 
He doth shed intending 

On the grain. 

With such purpose springing, 

Not from gold. 
He must do the singing 

Just as told. 

Long as to the ocean 

Rivers run, 
Song without devotion 

There is none. 

Thus, the use of beauty 

All may see ; 
Things have double duty — 

List their glee! 
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THE WEB OF FATE 
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AN INTRUSION. 

A thought, of some illustrious birth, 
Besought thro' me a home on earth. 

A sparrow nesting on the ground, 
I housed it in a grassy mound. 

At once, it furled its happy wings. 
And tried my heart for silent strings. 

Nor was its careful search in vain ; 
Long years, that cord unused had lain ! 

Its touch delighted, wakened there 

A song, that charmed the listening air ! 

A song of fields of silken corn. 

With forehead arched as dewy morn — 

A song, that May from April takes. 
And children of the wildwood wakes. 

And every song, it sang me more, 
Was sweeter than the one before ; 
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AM INTRUSION 



Until, a whisper came and stayed, 
"The sweetest song I ever made." 



That instant grieved, the thought took flight, 
Which was my passion and delight. 



THE BUBBLE 



MY TWO SELVES 

A mortal mixed with dual clay, 

And each attempered for a different way ; 

Two ill-assorted travelers I, 

The one can not the other's presence fly ! 

Thus, on the narrow path of life, 

These twain in discord move, and endless strife ; 

Not hand in hand, but back to back, 

As one proceeds, the other cramps the track, 

What one approves the other scorns. 
O'er things that one exults the other mourns. 
And soon as one its work has planned, 
The other hastens, envious, to withstand. 

Thus, while pursuing simple truth, 
Fm swayed by party prejudice, forsooth! 
And while one self all good inspires 
The other self is full of base desires. 

One self I love, as love I God, 

And o'er each best bend my approving nod. 

The other I with passion hate, 

And its demands all question and debate. 
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MY TWO SELVES 

Oh ! if my better self were free, 

Then would I rise to all eternity — 

My higher self, the self I love — 

All stormy seas, bleak mountain heights above. 

But ah ! 'tis here my mortal grief. 
Beyond all earthly balsam or relief : 
That by its false companion crossed, 
Its just applause my higher self has lost. 



ANGEL VOICES 

Oft from distant portals, gleaming far above the starry 
hight, 

Gleaming, dreaming softly downward, thro' the still- 
ness of the night, 

Comes a wave of light, revealing all my inmost being 
here. 

And the sound of angel voices lingers sweetly in my 
ear. 

Now, it is a baby's cooing, or a baby's artless prayer, 

Sounding thro' the hall of mem'ry from high up the 
golden stair ; 

In the hall of mem'ry sounding, like a bounding moun- 
tain rill. 

Giving peace to empty arms, earth's empty honors can 
not fill. 

In my life is felt a quiver, like a drawing from above. 
All the best within me, so responding to the one I love, 
That the plainest path of duty flames with golden, 

sunny tips, 
And I know that angel voices often come from human 

lips. 
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ANGEL VOICES 

Still I hear as in a whisper some one hiding in the air, 
Ever nearing, just appearing, half way down the silent 

stair. 
At the landing of the stairway I am standing day by 

day, 
And the voices up the winding stair of conscience I 

obey. 

In such ways of blissful dreaming, as are not and yet 

still are. 
All the restless, nestless longings of my heart are 

winged afar. 
And I pray, with angel voices ever falling on my ear, 
That I may, amid such dreaming, wait my great 

awaking here. 
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NATHAN'S LAMB 

I've nothing but one pet ewe lamb, 
That by and by will be a dam ; 
And so no fleece as yet it yields ; 
My neighbor's sheep possess the fields. 
A fleecy flock for him now spins, 
And every one e'en bears him twins. 
Thus all his profit multiplies; 
Still, for my little lamb he sighs! 
**Ah, me !" he says, "no other could 
In any home be half so good. 
The pet ewe lamb that is not mine 
Is more to me than ninety-nine ; 
Small tho' it be, 'tis better far 
Than all my fertile flocks now are." 
And so 'mid plenty he doth pine, 
*'Oh, would that little lamb were mine." 
How true of gains when void of rest ! 
By wealth with pining care possessed — 
The neighbor's fertile flock is meant — 
My little lamb is self-content. 
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THE DEAD STAR 

Long after quenched, a little trembling star 

Still lends a glory to the passing night ; 
Down thro' the vaulted deeps of space afar, 

A soul sweeps by upon the wings of light. 
What million years agone, it crossed the bar 

Of earth's great island sea ! Upon the hight 
Of shimmering waves still flames its golden car 

And heaven wonders at the phantom sight! 
So, being dead, man still for ages speaks. 
As morning flames upon the mountain peaks; 
His spirit sweeps the track of boundless day. 
And nearest is, when farthest gone away. 
Since stars may fail, yet fadeless shine, 
Sure man more blest must be not less divine. 
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COUSINAGE 

The many near relationships of life 
All hint of reciprocity to wife. 

One word tells all ; the truth is God's own breast, 
His every feeling thus, in ours expressed. 

Earth's kin is such, each is so close to* each, 
When nigh to one I hear the other preach. 

The seed evolves the plant and plant the seed, 
The want of one is but the other's need. 

The moisture of the field attracts the shower, 
And both confess the brooklet's wooing power. 

The summer brings to life the tribes of earth. 
And lo! the swallows give the summer birth. 

'Tis but a step from grave to gay, from round 
To round, and laughter clears it at a bound. 

In turn, slaves tyrants make and tyrants slaves. 
And freedom springs immortal from their graves. 

196 



COUSINAGE 

The less one is a creature of his time, 

I count true self-hood, as a thing sublime! 

So treat a man as fits God's child and heir, 

And from your looks, he'll learn that he is fair. 

The world is round : new times lead on new truth. 
And in return, it gives to them its youth. 

The little phebe-bird is in the ring, 

So near, I'd have you hear my cousin sing! 

Give and it shall be given you the more, 
Good measure, shaken down and running o'er. 

Thus only, God in us and we in him. 
Is filled the cup of being to the brim. 
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MY DAY 

judge me gently in my songs, 
They are not all I hear — I know. 

The earth and air with minstrel throngs 

Are packed along the way I go, 
Whose melody my rendering wrongs. 

In climes where flower eternal May, 

What songs I've heard, whose every note 

Vast peoples paled, as hushed I lay 
In sleep — ^and wide awake, I wrote. 

That every man must have his day ! 

And thus I know as sure as doom, 
My day will dawn ; or here on earth 

Or far in worlds yet wrapped in gloom — 
When such strange thoughts shall have fit 
birth 

And all my powers in fullness bloom. 

Shall it be here, some fragrant June, 
As underneath befriending trees 

1 list to birds and bees attune, 

With every flower-loving breeze 
That haunts the spacious afternoon? 
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Or shall it be beyond the roar 
And rush of elemental hoofs, 

That dust with stars high heaven's floor 
And shake its thunder- pillowed roofs 

My powers shall bloom forever more? 



THE GLOAMING 



THE KING'S COIN 

Good deeds are wealth untold. 
And charity is purest gold ; 
To plant a smile in some sad face 
Is to possess the race. 

The service may be small — 
Responding to a stranger's call ; 
In taking from his heart a care, 
Yours grew as light as air. 

The wanderer set right, 
A lodging for the stormy night. 
Sweet waters for the bitter one, 
The rest was easy done. 

To hail some one astray. 
And turn his feet to virtue's way ; 
The tear from baby's cheek to kiss, 
The essence is of bliss. 

To raise a robin's nest 

And heal the wounded mother-breast, 

By fellow feeling of her pain 

Is more than earthly gain. 
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THE king's coin 



To lift the drooping head 
Ranks one with the immortal dead. 
To charm a brother's shade to shine 
Is of the art divine. 

Who plants a flower along 
The path of man, an unsung song 
Doth start upon its yellow wing, 
To fragrant twitterings 

Who speaks a kindly word, 
Beyond his long spent voice is heard, 
Siloah's waters softly go 
In dooryards far below. 

The tree I set for love 
Of man, from dewy palms above, 
The benedictions of the race 
Drop ceaseless on my face. 

In the hereafter state 
This is a man's true wealth and great- 
The good he does his fellow here 
That men to men endear. 

A needy one to bless, 
The riches are of righteousness. 
Say not what such a man is worth, 
His value more than earth ! 
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THE WERE-WOLF 

In the night I lie and listen, just to hear 
An unearthly growl I christen but my fear, 

Or the ghost of something wanted, 

In my chamber shadow haunted, 
Where great spectral eye-balls glisten red with fear — 
Glisten like a wolf's, J listen ever near, 

To the ghost of something wanted! 

From the vision of the slaying of the trees. 
Where great giants lie decaying, ill at ease — 

Lie decaying cumbrous, dreary, 

Comes a moaning sad and weary: 
Mothers for their infants praying, ere they freeze, 
Just an armful from the slaying, if you please, 

That's decaying, cumbrous, dreary. 

In the howling tempest, breeding snow and sleet. 
Dragging mighty commerce bleeding to its feet — 

Bleeding from terrific scourges — 

Hounded by the monster surges. 
Stores of raiment sink unheeding from the fleet, 
With the naked millions pleading but a sheet. 

Bleeding from terrific scourges ! 

Down the streets the wagons thunder night and day. 
And I crowd along in wonder what to say — 

202 



THE WERE-WOLF 

Wonder of the maddening bustle 

That shall end the dreadful tussle, 
When starvation's cry for plunder stored away, 
Over plunder howls in thunder of dismay — 

Thunder of the maddening bustle ! 

Sore distressed, I wake from slumber in my pain, 
Marveling greatly on the number of the slain — 
Number of the waking people 
When 'tis midnight by the steeple — 
Wanting anodynes, that cumber every plain. 
Till the number drives the slumber from my brain- 
Number of the waking people ! 

Of a sudden comes a sinking, and I reel 
'Neath a rush of tender thinking, on the weal 

Of a large and crowded city. 

Oh ! the hearts that break for pity. 
Pity strong and tender, linking them like steel. 
And whose breaking all my thinking can not heal — 

Oh ! the large and crowded city ! 

All the world is steeped in sorrow of its own, 
And from other worlds we borrow, still unknown — 

Borrow seas of sleepless trouble, 

Making all life's burdens double ; 
Ever hoping that to-morrow may atone 
For each chafing, cheerless sorrow that is grown 

Out of seas of borrowed trouble. 
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THE WERE-WOLF 

Who is this complaining, howling thro' the rain, 
Like a wolf my lattice trying, but in vain ? 

I can hear a ceaseless calling 

Far above the torrent falling ; 
All creation groaning, sighing, as in pain, 
All creation travailing, crying, yet again — 

I can hear a ceaseless calling ! 

So, I listen as one waiting on the wild 
Of despair, from long debating sore defiled — 
Waiting on the ragged border 
Of disease and death's disorder — 
Something needed to the making reconciled. 
All delay the while complaining as a child, 
Waiting on the ragged border. 

*Tis the ghost, of sorrow prowling at my door, 
All the night I hear it howling as of yore — 

Prowling 'round some baby's coffin, 

And I question it how often ! 
As its shadow passes, growling ever more. 
And it answers me by scowling as before — 

Prowling 'round some baby's coffin! 

Prophet true, of mortal story not alone, 
And a time when coming glory will enthrone. 

Songs of children never crying. 

At a hundred without dying : 
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THE WERE-WOLF 

Pain and sickness to the hoary then unknown, 
And the infant born to glory then will own 
Songs of children never crying. 

Thus, I hear as some one pining in the air, 
And I sit upright, divining who is there? 

While the one redeeming feature 

Of a plenty for each creature 
Is the silken, silver lining of despair. 
Pondering o'er the good declining everywhere- 

And the one redeeming feature. 

Still Pm haunted with a gliding in my room, 
As of some one vainly hiding in the gloom — 

Hiding with a grief unspoken. 

And I listen for some token 
Of release from shadow biding as the tomb — 
Shadow ever darkly gliding, like a doom — 

Hiding with a grief unspoken! 
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THE COMING COMMUNISM 

The man who holds the thought of high and low 
Among his fellow men is short of sight. 

To one who stands where reeds and rushes grow, 
And dull, web-footed tribes wing their low flight, 

All things uneven seem. By right of birth 

The mountains lord it o'er the plains of earth. 

Such is the clime of caste — the region where 
'Tis what man has, not is, that makes him great ; 

Where wealth when weighed 'gainst worth is light as 
air, 
And race and sex, alert in church and state. 

Still pile unearned upon a favored class 

Rich treasures wrested from the toiling mass. 

The while, who upward mounts on eagle wing 
Marks how the semblances of great and small 

Soon fade. The hills unto the valleys cling. 
As God's great level passes over all; 

The highest tree is as the humblest grass, 

And earth is smoothed into a sea of glass. 

As viewed from vast eternity's blue hight. 
Whose wings are speeding on our way, 

All time's distinctions drop far out of sight. 
And all upon a common level pray. 

The heavens are thus the eveners of earth, 

And gave the coming communism birth ! 
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COUXTRY FRIENDS 

Just where a forest ended in a plain 

There stood a pine tree straight and tall ; 
With room it grew admired of all. 

Till, hut for grace, had beauty made it vain. 

Hard hy its feet the broad grain fields began — 
Fields where the farmer's flax was sown. 
And in a glory of its own 

A plant shot up in spirit like a man. 

As love in opposites most strangely blends. 
Each grew of each supremely fond ; 
Just as brunette will take to blond, 

And so they promised to be always friends. 

The other trees, impatient with the pine, 
Their disapproving glances flung, 
And stormed above the thing, as young 

And frail, and wanting in the form divine! 

A i)Iain-faced weed the story overheard, 

And gr)ssiped with the bumblebee : 
"A pretty match, indeed," said she; 
To which the sage replied, "Upon my word!'' 

Krc long the flax was pulled one fateful day, 
And into linen cloth was made. 
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COUNTRY FRIENDS 

An ax was to the pine tree laid, 
And when cut down men dragged it far away. 

"I told you so; such dreamers soon must part," 
Upspoke the self-complacent weed; 
The bumblebee at once agreed, 
And mumbling, laid his hand upon his heart. 

But still the Pine and Flax could not forget. 

Just this was all : *'I trust in thee." 

And sailors say, down by the sea 
There grew a ship that is a secret yet ! 

The gallant Pine tree was the center mast, 
And on its top there waved a flag^ 
The mast, as proud as any antlered stag; 

But still the ship stirred not before the blast. 

And then was brought a mighty woven sail. 

That to the mast hung like a wing. 

The wind crept in the moving thing, 
And lo ! the ship grew eager in the gale ! 

Thus, when at length the faithful friends clasped 
hands, 
The ship that instant anchor weighed. 
And o'er the dancing waves they strayed 

Into the sweet beyond — ^the nameless lands ! 
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COUNTRY FRIENDS 

Long after came a day, the forest trees 
The story whispered to the weeds : 

" 'Tis stranger than all human creeds," 
They said, and laid it to the bumblebees ! 

But still the Pine and Flax both better knew, 
Since each in each they first believed, 
And each a better half received. 

When free to love and mate as angels do. 



THE LAST VOYAGE 

Daybreak and singing lark, 

When comes the call for me ; 
And fleeing night, when I embark 

Upon the wide, wide sea. 
An hour too full of life 

For hint or thought of death. 
And earth's tumultuous, bitter strife 

All hushed by one sweet breath. 

A mist of rosy dawn. 

And after that the day ; 
Earth's heavy night shades all withdrawn 

As I sail out the bay. 
'Twill be the last of night 

And stumbling in the dark, 
And every wrong itself will right 

The instant I embark — 

And then, a sea of rest 

Beyond this stormful bourne. 
Where bloom the islands of the blest. 

And it is always morn ! 
Sunrise and humming bees. 

And multitudinous bells — 
And let there linger on the breeze 

No discord of farewells. 
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THE INNER WORLD THE OUTER MAKES 

We form within, the mold of all we see 

Without. The midnight sky, a star bright rhyme 
Reveals to him, who first from earthly slime, 

In crystal fountains of immensity 

His thought has bathed. Thus immemorial tree 
And mount, whose shadows trail sublime 
The landscape, like eternity thro* time, 

Show vaster heights within the soul to me. 

O spirit! with such giant, awful powers, 
To push the sky back in the deeps of space. 
And hang it there outspread, as jeweled lace 

About the shoulders of my fair sweet hours ; 
Keep pure, be great, so that thy greatness may 
Reflect Infinity upon life's way. 
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SPRING-TIME 



HEAVEN 

My heaven is not in some far-distant clime 

Where tangled vines from languid bowers swing, 
And birds their coverts haunt on beauteous wing, 

And every movement melts into a chime. 

'Tis not beyond the mountain peaks of time 

That pierce the pathless clouds; where angels sing. 
And crystal seas o'er golden pebbles ring, 

And endless anthems siege a throne sublime ! 

But 'tis within me that my heaven lies — 

A consciousness wide-reaching, as the skies, 

Where every joy bird sings o'er duty done. 
And God has built himself a throne of old, 

Whose waves of splendor dim the rising sun, 
And sweep o'er stars like beds of shining gold. 
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THE VISTA 



SONNETS 
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OCCASION 

The man to greatness born, 'mid common things 
Is ill at ease. In vain success he tries, 
And to near opportunity applies ; 

Fruitful in gain for lesser men. He rings 

At every charmed door, and grandly flings 
His challenge in the teeth of Enterprise — 
His towering efforts break against the skies, 

While to his sleeve dumb Disappointment clings. 

What millions thus to greatness owe defeat ! 
"Impracticables" called, disowned of earth, 

Poor in Occurrences eventful, meet^ 
In honors limited that void their birth. 

But one alone, when far Occasion falls, 

Thus mounts the hights where glory calls ! 
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THE WORLD IS GROWING YOUNG 

The poets long have sung a senile earth ! 

It can not be, however it may seem. 

'Tis but the gurgling of a mystic stream 
That strangely haunts us from our birth. 
From such view-point, life were of little worth ! 

The times are growing old ? Unwelcome theme ; 

Heart failure — frost upon the silver stream ! 
'Twould chill the flow of all our youthful mirth. 
Ah no ! the world is not in swift decay. 

The things of man alone grow old — must go — 
Creation meliorates upon its way, 

And mounts to hights pure as untrodden snow. 
And thus, the light — all things are still as young 
As when from God's eternity they sprung. 
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DESOLATION 

A hopeful youth one sunny mom set out 
With a companion, who had o'er and o'er 
Traversed the desert near and far before. 

As long as thro' wide meadows lay the route 

Twas well, but when it fell in ambush, doubt 
Arose against his guide, and more and more 
He wandered off, till lost on some strange shore 

There was no one to hear him hopeless shout. 

So, artlessly, as flowers adore the sun. 
In infancy man walks and talks with God. 

Alas for him who lives to say, "There's none 
To hear me pray !" With head press'd to the sod, 

He sees the sun in empty sky beshed 

Its rays, and feels the great Companion's dead ! 
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EUTHANASY 

As when a traveler, by sudden bend 

Of road, at last the summit of his route 
Has in a moment reached, and down about 

His feet the temples of a longed-for city blend 

Their steeples with the clouds. His tears contend 
With laughter. Far behind him, winding in and 

out. 
Now lies his weary way. Well he may shout : 

Dear city-view, my home,- my journey's end ! 

E'en thus the summit of my life shall be 

Attained, when bursting on my toilsome way. 

A city, bosomed 'mid eternity. 

Shall stand resplendent there, and I shall say, 

Altho' before world-weary, out of breath 

I paused: 'Tis city-view, 'tis beauteous death! 



I) 
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MORAL PURPOSE 

All things own mastery of force, save one. 

The dark-browed hills of strength and beauty born, 

Shall yet submit, and earth itself, forlorn 
Beside the sea of dread oblivion, 
Shall weep. And lo ! the Temple of the Sun, 

By one fierce blast, be of its glory shorn; 

And schools of thought like fields of corn 
Lie prone, when Scythe of Time its work has done ! 
But Will upborne by Truth, with storms beset, 

Shall stand invincible — its power divined 
Alone by those who never nurse regret — 

The Moral Purpose of a hero mind 
Inspired! The mighty stars look down to see 
A sight that yields but to eternity ! 
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SYMPATHY 

To every one who suffers grief or pain 

Some hundreds more are joined in sympathy. 

A million heroes arm for liberty, 
And lo! upon the heaven-resounding plain, 
In bloody charge, a thousand men are slain ; . 

And other thousand wounded ones, ah me! 

Fill crowded hospitals by land and sea. 
Of these, what ready vision all attain ! 
I sing the host to larger pain a prey. 

No home is sorrow free. The mother's room 
Is darkened. Wives grow prematurely gray. 

What multitudes thus grief and care consume, 
Whose sufferings all are born of love. 
E'en as the tears that angels weep above ! 
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